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Prologue to Volume Two 


Obelisk Press of Vancouver is proud to publish the second volume of Art & 
Eros Magazine which serves to feature the work of aspiring artists. Art & 


Eros Magazine welcomes submissions on a twice yearly basis. 


The Theme for this volume is a New Fountain for Lost Lagoon and features 
an article on the subject Salome Cai and Patrick Bruskiewich. We are also 
pleased to include a feature article about Notan — Dark and Light by Mr. 
Gary MacRae a graduate of the Rudolph Shaeffer School of Design in San 
Francisco. Mr. MacRae was a student and friend to Frank Lloyd Wright. We 
shall hold off on the promised article about the new roof to Notre Dame until 
later. There are a number of excellent submissions by first time authors. 


Enjoy! 


Please feel free to submit your short stories, prose, poetry and artwork to 


pbruskiewich O gmail.com 


There is no fee to submit. There is no writer’s fee provided by the journal 


for those who submit. The publishing rights remain with the writer. 


The Theme for the next volume is Happiness in its many forms. 
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New Written Works 
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Notan — the Interaction of Positive and Negative Space by G. 


MacRae 


by Gary MacRae 
Graduate of the Rudolph Schaeffer School of Design, 


San Francisco, CA 


Arthur Wesley Dow (1857-1922) was an American painter and printmaker, 
became an Arts educator. He used the ancient technique of Notan throughout 
all his work. He taught at Columbia University in New York, the Art 
Students League of New York, and also the Pratt Institute, also situated in 


New York. 


Arthur Wesley Dow, (New York, 1896) 


He taught that, rather than exactly copying nature- art should be created by 


the elements of the composition. This was achieved with line, mass and 
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color with transitions between. His book covering this was published in 


> 


1899 “Composition: A Series of Exercises in Art Structure.” 


Composition 


A series of exercises in art structure for the use of 
students and teachers 


By Arthur Wesley Dow 
Professor of Fine Arts in Teachers College, Columbia 
University New York City 
Formerly Instructor in Art at the Pratt Institute 
Author of Theory and Practice of Teaching Art and The Ipswich 
Prints 


NINTH EDITION—REVISED AND ENLARGED WITH 
NEW ILLUSTRATIONS AND COLOR PLATES 


Garden City, New York 
DOUBLEDAY, PAGE & COMPANY 


Cover page of Composition by Arthur Wesley Dow, 1914 


Georgia O’Keefe was a student under him for several years, and Rudolph 
Schaeffer admired and studied his concepts. These were all utilized later, 


and incorporated in his schools and as he developed them over the years. 
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One of Schaeffer’s students was Dorr Bothwell, who embraced Notan, 
returning in later years as an instructor in this medium. Born in San 
Francisco in 1902, she died in 2000 after a lifetime of world travel and 
educating. Dorr and Marlys Mayfield published a book called Notan — The 
Interaction of Positive and Negative Space in 1968, and republished in 1991 
under the title “Notan — The Dark Light Principle of Design.” 


Dorr Bothwell, in studio, 1967 (Smithsonian 


Notan 


Developed and evolved by the ancient Japanese centuries ago in their 


design, it has been carried down through time immemorial. 


Art & Eros Volume Two - Winter 2019 Page 8 


The master artists utilized it to great advantage during the Middle Ages. The 


Japanese used Notan extensively for eons in their block prints. 


Notan Drawings from Dow Composition 


It was picked up again by the New Modern Movement during the 19” 
Century, all the famous French artists, such as Vincent Van Gogh and Paul 
Gauguin. It is the play of Light and Dark — the negative space is as 
important as the positive forms surrounding them. The positive forms are 
drawn by creating beautiful spaces between them. This takes great 
experience to carry out. Brought to the United States around the early 
1900”s by a man by the name of Fenellosa, who introduced it to the large 
Eastern cities such as Boston. This was done by writing several large books 
on the subject. Later on the Architect Frank Lloyd Wright collected a huge 
collection of old Japanese block prints, which all incorporated Notan. He 
eventually sold a major portion of them to the New York Metropolitan 


Museum, which allowed him to build his first Taliesin East School. 
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On paper the darn shapes cannot exist, without a surrounding area of white. 
White shapes cannot exist without dark to define them. The two elements 
become as one — the spaces between the forms carry equal importance as the 
darken forms in the space. These are esthetically interesting as the positive 


ones. 


Nº 27 Units for wood -block printing, stencilling’ and hand -coloring 


Notan Shapes from Dow Composition 


Referring to negative space means the white holes in a dark design. 
Sometimes the primary subject in the design is the light against an area of 
dark, and thus a very positive element. Notan is the design vehicle for 


carrying color successfully. 
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Even when color is involved, all art is based on light and dark. Setting aside 
color-texture and representation — it is the design element that stands out. 
This carries out the rhythm of a design, or painting, and the basis for all 
great artists in their work. All of this forms a major portion of the fantastic 
natural laws involving the Universe and cannot be changed. If ignored the 


work leads to chaos. 


Door Bothwell’s art can be found in many major museums throughout the 
world. They include the Metropolitan Museum of Art, the Museum of 
Modern Art and the Whitney Museum of American Art, all in New York 
City.; La Bibliotéque Nationale in Paris; the Victoria and Albert Museum in 


London, and the Hunterian Museum and Art College in Glasgow, Scotland, 


Besides teaching many years at the Rudolph Schaeffer School in San 
Francisco, she also taught at the San Francisco Art Institute, and the 
Mendocino Art Center in California; the Ansel Adams Photography 
Workshops in Yosemite, and the Victor School of Photography in Colorado. 


Dorr’s flow of negative space incorporated the space which passed through 
two positive areas, and the breathing space was known as the tension area. 
The use of negative and positive space makes good Notan, which creates 


excellent design. 
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Mr. Gary MacRae, (Dec. 2019) 


West Vancouver, 


December, 2019 
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The Red Racer by Jeff Mahoney 


Charles arrived in town and was excited that he could finally afford his new 
bike. He had saved all summer long and he grew tired of cutting lawns and 
trimming hedges. With this bike, he would be the king of his neighborhood, 
leaving all of his rivals in the dust. What started as an idea, grew as an 
obsession, resulting in victory. This bike had been in the window all summer 
long and Charles visited the storefront everyday, to verify that the enemy 
had not succeeded and that his prize was still available. This was the only 
bike of it's kind in the shop and the shop owner was not going to order 


another, as he had stated that it was just too expensive for the local buyers. 


Charles and his Family were new to this town and this bike would position 
him nicely, within the local ranks. Charles had met and played with several 
of the kids his own age and never really hit it off with any of them. These 
were country kids and as Charles hailed from the city, he was looked at as 
being soft and stupid. This was a nice town and just beyond the ridge near 
their home, was a beautiful lake. Most of the kids hung out at the lake, 
swimming and fishing in the early morning with their Dads. The locals 
believed that this was their lake and that newcomers needed to respect it and 
earn the right to sit at the best fishing spots. Charles and his Dad once tried 
to set up at one such spot and as they began to fish, a man with two young 
boys told them to vacate the spot, as it was “taken.” Charles resented this 
and after several similar experiences with the local boys, he decided to take 


matters into his own hands. This bike would make all of them envious and 
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they would be forced to look up to him and respect him. It wasn’t just a bike. 


It was a dream. 


Charles approached the storefront and there, sitting in the window, was his 
bike waiting for him. Charles pulled his hard-earned money out of his pocket 
and began to count it once more. It was all there and his plan was now 
complete. Smiling from ear to ear, he pulled the door open and as it opened, 
the bell above the door jingled, announcing his triumphant return. His heart 
was racing as he approached the counter with his money gripped tightly in 
the palm of his sweaty hand. “Hello sir. I am here to finally buy that bike in 
the window. I have all of the money. Here, see?” Charles slapped the money 
on the counter, imagining that he was entering a high stakes poker game 
with four gritty cowboys that recently appeared on wanted posters. The man 
behind the counter looked at Charles with a frown and began to speak. “I am 
sorry son, but that bike was sold last night to the Mathison boy. They are 
coming to pick it up today sometime. Sorry, I forgot to put the sold sign on 


1t 99 


A dark tunnel appeared and Charles felt trapped within. The room began to 
spin, as the words resounded in his ears. Sold”? His bike? His secret weapon? 
How could this be? Was there no justice in this crazy world? “How can that 
be? I was here yesterday and you told me that it would be sitting here 
waiting for me! I told you that I would be here today with the money for it. 
How could you do this to me?” The man behind the counter seemed annoyed 
by this response. “Look kid. Money talks. You have been coming here all 
summer sayin’ that you were going to buy that bike. All I know is that the 
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Mathison Family came in here last night 5 minutes before close, with money 
in their hand. I have a business to run and this ain’t no charity. Now, if you 
want a bike, I have several others in the back that you could take a look at.” 
Charles stood frozen to the floorboards, mortified at the arrogance and 


contempt that this man was showing him. 


“Well, do you want to see the bikes or not? Hurry up, I haven't got all day.” 
Charles kept his mouth shut, as this man was now considered the enemy and 
he would not fraternize with him under any circumstances. Turning his back 
on the man, Charles marched out of the shop with his head held high. “This 
will not be the last that he has seen of me,” he thought, as he stepped out 
onto the sidewalk. Charles surveyed the street and it was a busy morning, 
with many people arriving to do their shopping. He could not allow them to 
see that he had failed in his mission, so he crossed the street and entered a 
shop that had a sign that read, “Jim’s Second-Hand.” As Charles entered the 
shop, he was slightly overcome by an old musty smell. The smell of old and 


used. 


“How can I help you, young man?” stated a gruff looking old man, that wore 
tattered coveralls and looked as 1f he were over one hundred years old. He 
had a long beard that reached his waist-line and he had a very strange look in 
his eye. There was a kindness about this man, that allowed Charles to drop 
his guard, if only for a moment. “Well, I was saving up all summer long for 
that red bike in the window across the street, but it was sold last night.” The 
old man stroked his beard thoughtfully. “A red bike you say? Come with me, 
I may have just the thing for you my lad.” Charles followed the man 
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apprehensively, but if nothing else, this would keep him out of sight of the 
enemy that lurked in the streets outside. He knew the Mathison boy and in 
the first weeks after their arrival to this town, Charles and this boy, Henry, 
got into a fight. It seems that Henry must have caught wind that Charles was 
going to buy this bike and convinced his Parents to buy it for him. This was 


a disaster that Charles believed that he could never recover from. 


As they passed through a doorway, they entered a store room of sorts, that 
was packed to the rafters with all sorts of stuff. “I know it is in here 
somewhere. Bear with me young man, this will be worth your weight in 


1? 


gold!” The man was moving some boxes and rather than just stand there, 
Charles decided to help. As they continued to move boxes and junk out of 
the way, Charles looked upon an old red bike, leaning against the wall. This 
was a bike from an era that was long gone, yet it looked to be brand new. 
There was something about the bike that instantly drew Charles to it. “Yup, 
here it is. I knew that I still had this old thing back here. I am glad that you 
came in. I had totally forgotten about it.” The old man, Jim, pulled the bike 
out from behind the stacks of boxes and wheeled it into the open. “Come on. 


Let’s take it out the back here, so that you can give it a spin.” Jim wheeled 


the bike to the back door and the bike shimmered in the sunlight. 


“I can’t believe it. The tires are full of air and the chain is oiled. I have not 
touched this bike in years. Now, isn’t that something?” Jim scratched his 
head, seemingly temporarily baffled by the outstanding condition of this old 
bike. “Here you go lad. Take your time with it. I am going to go back inside 


in case someone comes in. When you are done, just bring it to the front. If 
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you don’t buy it, I am going to have a red bike of my own in the shop 
window!” Charles climbed up onto the saddle and pushed off. In an instant, 
it seemed as if he were flying, as he sped down the alley behind the old 
shop. The more he peddled, the more he picked up speed. The bike was old 
and heavy yet seemed light and powerful. In an instant, Charles fell in love 


with the bike and thought that this was the answer to all of his problems. 


Charles was at full speed by the time he reached the end of the small alley. 


Pulling out onto the main street of the town, Charles was really flying, with 


he flew down the center of main street. Never in his wildest imagination did 
he think that it was possible to travel this quickly upon a bike. “This was not 
just any bike, ” he thought, as he set his sights upon Jim”s shop. Oblivious 
to his surroundings, he flew down the street, fearless and determined. As he 
neared the shop, a large truck pulled out on to the road ahead of him without 
warning. It was a lifted four by four truck and a collision would be 
unavoidable. Charles gripped the handle-bars and close his eyes as he braced 
for impact. If this was going to be his last moment on earth, he did not want 
to witness the gory details. Charles felt his body fall to the earth and heard 
the tires of the bike squeal upon the dry pavement. Charles opened his eyes 
and to his astonishment, was gliding underneath the truck. Looking up with 
his eyes wide open, he observed the moving parts of the truck, just above his 
head. As he glided underneath the truck, his mind was clear and focused. “/ 
am not doing this, ” he thought, as he cleared the truck and came to a full 


stop, just outside Jim”s shop. Jim stood on the sidewalk, smiling at the boy 
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in the most peculiar way. Charles took a moment to regain his breath and 


spoke. “I will take it.” 
The Red Racer — Part 2 


Charles pulled into the driveway of his house, with his newly obtained secret 
weapon. This was a beautiful bike and one that had just proved to him, that 
anything is possible. On the handle bar sat an old bell. As Charles came to a 
full stop outside of his house, he giggled as he rang it twice. Upon ringing 
the bell, his father emerged onto the porch, gazing at his son with his newly 
acquired vehicle. “Hey son. That doesn’t look like the bike that you had your 
eye on. What happened? Where did you get that one? It sure looks old.” 
Charles dismounted and dropped the kickstand. As the bike sat basking in 
the sunlight, Charles boasted. “This is not just any bike. It has powers. I 
bought it from the store across the street from the bike store and it cost less 
than half of the other one! Now, I can buy that fishing pole that I wanted 
too.” Charles spoke with pride, as this was no bike. It was the aircraft carrier 


that would escort him into battle. 


His Father was a kind and loving man, who would do anything for his son. 
He had long since abandoned trying to baby him, as he had learned that his 
son Charles, was a very stubborn little guy. “This looks like a bike that was 
made in the fifties. I remember your Granddad had a bike very similar to this 
and it was very heavy and slow. Are you sure that this thing is the right bike 
for you?” Charles scoffed, as he adjusted the seat and admired his prized 


possession. “This bike is very fast. I don’t think that there is a bike out there 
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that can beat me on my Red Racer. I would dare anyone to come and try.” 
Charles stood with his hands on his hips, imagining that he was an ace 
fighter pilot standing for a photograph next to his warplane. “Ok Charlie, I 
believe you. Just be careful on that thing and don’t let your Mom know how 
fast that thing is.” Charles nodded and began to inspect the various 
components upon his machine. Maintenance is an important part of being a 


pilot and a duty that should not be overlooked. 


After dinner, Charles stayed up and planned his route for the next day. This 
was going to be his moment to demonstrate to the world what kind of pilot 
he really was. He took great care in crafting his map and in the morning, he 
would devise a scheme so that it would remain hidden from prying eyes. 
“Time for you to go to bed now son,” his Mother proclaimed from the other 
side of his closed bedroom door. This was no bedroom. This was no 
bedroom. It was a fortress. “Ok Mom, goodnight.” Charles had learned that 
it was always in his best interest to listen to his Mother, or the results could 
vary. Charles fell asleep quickly and the thought that his Red Racer was 
locked up tight in the garage brought him great comfort and satisfaction. 
“Tomorrow, they will see. I will not yield and they will come to respect me 
and my Dad. This will be my day,” he whispered into the night, as his eyes 


grew heavier and heavier... 


The Red Racer Part 3 — More Than Meets the Eye. 


Charles was sitting at the breakfast table, waiting impatiently for the adults 


to cook him his morning meal. A soldier needed “some good chow” in the 
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mornings and he would not leave home until this mission had been fulfilled. 
This was an important day and Charles had planned to ride past the lake, 
then the schoolyard and then finally, main street. The ice-cream shop was 
the place to be in the summer and he would drift by slowly, gain the 
attention of onlookers and then throttle it. It was a plan crafted carefully and 
methodically and hence, could not fail. The weatherman had called for a 
sunny day, with warm temperatures. He would need to stock up on water 


and other supplies, 1f he wished to survive. 


With his backpack filled with the essentials, he waved to his family, as this 
may be the last time that the see each other. This was an incredibly 
dangerous mission and only the most brave, hand-picked soldiers would 
return. Sitting upon the saddle, he went over his pre-flight checklist and then 
hit the ignition. He started off down the road towards the lake, where he 
knew that many of the boys would be fishing with their fathers. His plan 


299 


involved a series of “fly-bys”” at high speeds, designed to rattle their cages 
just a bit. This would certainly start the day off right, with the advantage 
clearly in his court. As he approached the enemy territory, he surveyed the 
enemy convoy that was parked along the road. “Stupid. They did not even 
take the time to hide their vehicles,” he thought to himself as he picked up 
speed. Charles leaned into the pedals and the bike responded in such a way, 
that no other bike that he had ridden had. The front wheel lifted off of the 
ground slightly and soon, it felt as if he was flying. The wind whistled 
through his hair and feeling energized, he announced his arrival with his 
battle cry. “Yeeeeaaaaaaahhhhhh!!” he shouted, as he screamed down the 


small path alongside the lake. The path beneath the tires was made of thick 
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dirt, but this did not slow him. As he completed his first pass, he could hear 
the shouts of the people at the lake, complaining that he was scaring off the 
fish. “Stage one complete,” he thought as he turned around for his final pass 


and back towards the main road. 


The main road was void of traffic and as he pedaled towards the school 
grounds, he laughed out loud at the reaction he received from the first stage 
of his attack. A good pilot would always keep moving, thwarting any 
unwanted encounters. Pedaling faster and faster, Charles began to feel a 
slight tingling in his forearms and his feet. It felt as 1f there was electricity 
running through him and the faster that he pedaled, the greater the feeling. 
The broken line in the center of the road look to be one solid line and as he 
looked out onto the road ahead of him, the front of the bike began to lift off 
of the pavement. Laughing triumphantly, Charles increased his pedal speed 
and to his astonishment, the rear wheel lifted up from the pavement. 
Exhilarated, he screamed, “I am flying! Woooooo000000!!!!” Looking down, 
the bike was hovering two feet in the air. Just ahead of Charles, was a slow- 
moving car, taking in a nice Sunday drive. Charles pedaled with all of his 
might and the bike continued to lift higher in the air, until he flew right over 
and past the car. Charles felt the energy surging through him and finally, he 
was the pilot that he always dreamt that he could be... 


Charles slowed his pace and within moments, the bike touched down on the 
pavement once again. “A perfect landing,” he thought to himself. The sun 
was now high in the sky and thirst began to take its” toll. Pulling over, 


Charles removed the bottle of water from his back-pack. His Mother never 


Art & Eros Volume Two - Winter 2019 Page 21 


allowed him to drink soda and as he drank, oh how he wished that this was 
an ice-cold orange soda. Charles felt the cool liquid on his tongue and was 
suddenly filled with surprise and amazement. The water that was once inside 
the container had been transformed into what he had wished for. The 
electrical pulse that he felt surged through his harms once again and standing 
there on the side of the road, the boy felt a deep connection with his newly 
acquired freedom. “This is a magic bike,” he whispered, with a sense of 
pride. He knew that nobody would believe him, except for Jim, back at the 
shop. There was something very strange about that man and Charles decided 


that he would gather some intel from him later on in the day. 


Feeling refreshed and ready to accomplish his mission, Charles set off once 
again, into the breach. Picking up speed, the bike lifted off from the 
pavement and Charles was really starting to get the hang of this. He was a 
pilot, so that just came with the territory. At the edge of town, he decided to 
slow down, in order to hide the special abilities of his secret weapon. 
Charles took the center of the lane and drove right past the ice-cream shop, 
where the local boys had gathered for their usual Sunday ritual. Upon his 
first in a series of passes, the boys all scoffed and snickered at Charles on his 
old bike. His enemy, Henry, sat on the bench outside of the shop with ice- 
cream in hand and his new red bike of his own leaning against the wall. 
Charles glared at him as he passed, with the knowledge that he had come to 
own the finest bike in the world. This would be his weapon. His secret 
weapon. Henry sat eating his ice-cream and laughing out loud at Charles as 
he made his second pass. The boys all rallied around Henry and soon, all of 


the boys were standing, laughing and shouting. “Hey, where did you get that 
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old junker? Your Grandma?” Henry shouted, as he stood next to his new 


bike, gloating with pride. 


Charles” frustration grew, as his plan was not working. Reaching the end of 
the street, Charles began to pedal as fast as his legs would push and within 
moments, his arms began to feel a surge of electricity once more. Anger 
began to consume his thoughts, as he raced vigorously towards the boys on 
the street. The boys watched, as Charles was racing down the center of the 
street and they all began to yell and scream at him, laughing and taunting 
him. Gripping the handle bars with all of his strength, he shouted at the top 
of his lungs. “Yeaaaaaaahhhhhhhhhh, watch this!!!” Pedaling faster and 
faster, the boys all ran out into the middle of the street to seemingly try and 
block the pilots” path. Filled with rage, Charles exerted even more effort and 
with a surge of power, the bike lifted off and flew over the heads of the 
boys, narrowly missing their heads. The boys all gasped and shrieked in fear, 
as they watched Charles fly higher into the sky and off into the distance 


horizon... 


Vancouver, BC 


www.jeffmahoney books.com 
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Terminal Flowers by Anita Laroche 


Neeta pays attention to sleeping stories. She writes them down. Belief has a 


time and place. Meaning is in passing. She wants to stand in its path. 


Dreams make sense when there's a whiff of the impressionable, or the 


susceptible to her week. Self-sufficient days don’t give off the same need. 


“Can you smell that, Mom?” Teena asks from ahead. 


In the bush for a run is always a good place to be. Neeta likes to accompany 


on the bike. 


“Mmmm. I smell something.” 


In the wind, there is belief. Neeta dreamed of her sister last night, dead for a 


month now. It had made her believe Teresa was happy. 


“It's sweet,” Teena says. 


“Yes, yes. It is. Definitely.” 


Truth is carried in an unmistakable path. The smell of this flower in this 
forest. The whole woodland doesn't know but it is apparent to us. Neeta”s 


sister was beautiful in the dream, but today 1t was hard to trace. 


Still pedaling, she scans. There! A bush ahead is covered in yellow. 
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Her feet fall down beside where Teena’s have already stopped. Flowers are 
blossoming, but more pink and creamy bud clusters wait to open. Astride the 
solid white bike, just a deft reach forward, and she can slide the stem 
between her fingers. Neeta holds the bundle up to her sharp nose in a cupped 


hand. 


It smells so good. 


The name sits on the tip of her tongue. Where is 1t? Not a yellow name. Not 


a common one. Best to concentrate on the real thing. 


“Terminal flowers,” Teena is thinking the same thing. The blossoms are at 
the end of branches. No sweet smelling softness grows anywhere along the 


stems. Naming flowers is a process of elimination. 


Large, light-green oval leaves perch down low on each branch. An opposite 


to each exists, exact but on the other side. 


Neeta breaks a stem. She shouldn’t. This branch was extending too far into 
the path, she thinks defensively. She is always good at making excuses. The 


stem is hollow, as expected. 


“Like four tiny trumpets,” Teena is murmuring, bending her own pointy 


nose down to a blossom. 
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Just before the flowers there lingers a lone pair of leaves. This top twosome 
is joined together at their base. Neeta leans toward her 27-year-old daughter 


because nature does join things. 


Teena is stopped, but doesn't really want to. Her feet are still jumpy. This 
curiosity momentarily holds over her desire to run, indifferently as she does; 
like a wild animal covering ground. Never timing herself, Teena is 


remarkably fast. 


So close to her daughter, Neeta’s memory warms itself. The tubal flowers 
have five lobes at their ends. Counting is an accuracy that clicks a mental 


gear. 


“Honeysuckle,” she finally says. 


Teena remembers now, too. They smile like champions. 


“Lonicera,” the Latin name. 


They can take off. Neeta smells honey, like the name, a long way down the 
path. She feels it deep like the endurance of time. Neither will forget again. 
Honeysuckle was the permanence carried to them on the wind. Neeta 


believes in that. 


The whole of Sunnyside Acres Urban Forest ferries the immutable. This 


just-about-wilderness is eight blocks from the family home and good for 
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what ails ya. Grieving is a tough go. You head to the park incapable. You 


come home up to snuff. 


Once logged, the area has become mixed wood. It is a habitat foresters call 
second growth. Even the term should make us feel gratified. Not replanted, 
nor reforested, just nature taking its course, left well enough alone, for the 


second time. 


Neeta would love for that to happen in her own yard. Really, in her own life. 
Her sister passed away at forty-eight, unexpectedly and too soon. In decades 
, Will there be a second growth, and she swears there will, as a force of 


nature. 


Back on the main limestone path they cross a short but solid wooden bridge, 
the planks making a bumpety- bump on her tires. Arched low and flat, the 
slimy wood covers a shallow stream that invariably dazzles with light, so 


matter when she’s here. 


When the women jog alone, the smaller, softer paths through the trees are 
best. These diminished and narrow tracks are like tunnels that weave in and 


out of the main trails, as they crisscross through silent groves. 


“You up for it, Mom?” 


Teena has taken a sharp turn into the trail behind the old, mossy stump at the 
bottom of a slight hill. 
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“Right behind you,” Neeta replies. 


Her daughter is leading these last few weeks. Neeta lost her place of 


command when Teresa died. She doesn’t feel like anyone”s forerunner. 


Being off trail has its cost. Webs span the path. Teena is breaking through 


the sticky threads in succession. She wipes them off calmly while running. 


For the third time that day Neeta fathoms the quiet wind. The breeze is the 
spider’s mystery, too. Wind makes it possible. The webs they spin dangle on 


lines from tree, across space, to tree. No wind, no web. 


Neeta breathes in and feels a belief barely touching her. She pedals harder to 


catch up. 


Vancouver, BC 
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My Dog named Hope by Josef Swart 


We don’t know a whole lot about our dog Hope, We don’t know where she 
was born, or even when. When we adopted her in April 2017 they estimated 
her to be about 3 years old. She was what they call a Chiweenie; a cross 
between a Chihuahua and a Wiener dog. We learned that she was found 
somewhere in the streets of LA. Blind, wet, broken ribs, burned with 
cigarettes, hungry and on top of that it was clear that she just gave birth. 


Who leaves a dog which just gave birth in that condition? 


She was marked for euthanization as they did not give her good odds. BC 
Chihuahua rescue and the L.E.A.S.H society rescued her. They brought her 
to BC where she was fostered by a lovely woman, Wendy. When we 
adopted her she already had her surgery. Cornea implants! The wonderful 
people of the society raised 5000 dollars for her to be able to see! 


They called her Hope. 
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I can’t explain how it came to be that we decided to adopt a dog, and how it 
came to be that Hope came to be a part of our family. It happened. We know 


so little about her life before she was found in the streets. 


One day when we were walking in Ambleside a man came by and said he 
has a similar dog. He started to speak Spanish to our Hope. She responded! I 
have never seen her respond to anyone like that. She was completely happy 
to have him stroke and talk to her if she understood every word! Clearly 


Hope spoke Spanish in her previous life! 


Hope does not trust easily. She takes a while to like and allow you to touch 
her. Once she accepted you she can’t get enough love. She literally whines 


and cries if you stop with the belly rubs. Hope loves to walk. And she 
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LOVES to eat. She is stubborn as hell. When it rains she does not walk. She 
will just stand still and you have to pull her 1f you want her to move. And 


she gives you that look, daring you. 


Hope has now been part of our family for little more than two and a half 


years. 


We can’t imagine life without her. I am so grateful to the person who found 


her somewhere some day in a street somewhere in the rain. 


I'm also grateful to the person who decided to give her a chance in life, and 
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I am grateful that we were the chosen ones to know and love her, and ... 


to have Hope as part of our family! 


Vancouver, BC 
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Why I Decided to become a Nun by William Webster 


You would think the title to this short story is a bit out of sorts for a man to 
write, but try to imagine this story is not about me. It is about a remarkable 
woman who played a special role in my life. Her name was Soeur Breton 


and she was a Catholic nun. 


She was our middle school science teacher. Grade nine to be exact and well 
anyone who has taken grade nine science in a Canadian school, even a 
Catholic one, knows that is the year that we are suppose to be taught about 
the “birds and the bees” .... procreation ... no we were not allowed to use 
that three letter word starting with s and ending with x, nor God forbid, the 
four letter one starting with F and ending with k! We were supposed to be 


good little Catholic girls and boys. 


But grade nine is the year of raging hormones. We have all been through 


that, even if we don’t want to admit it. 


And well, that year the vice-principle”s wife was expecting and in an instant, 
babies, and the making thereof became the topic of much of our grade nine 
conversation. Speculations about how they are made, how they grow inside 
their mother’s tummy and yes, their grand entrance into the world were 
rampant. Now this was a good two decades before the internet came into 
being and all we could rely on in our quest for the meaning of life, love and 


lust were urban legends and the occasional book on the subject. Oh ... let 
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me not forget to tell you it was the 1970’s and well ... everyone in our grade 


had S ... X on the brain. 


But back to our religieuse Soeur Breton. Our science textbooks were the 
same ones used by the public schools and they were brand new and well, 
they had diagrams of the reproductive structure of both boys and girls. But 
our textbooks were handed out at the beginning of each class and gathered 
back at the end and the section that we were all wanting to dive into were 
sealed by an inviolate paper band that Soeur Breton had carefully and I 
imagine lovingly set into place on the twenty five precious copies of our 


science nine textbook. 


Before I continue with our story (for we all shared this adventure together) 
let me tell you a little about our good sister. She grew up in a big family on 
a farm near North Battleford Saskatchewan. She had five older brothers and 
she was the youngest of six. On the farm the only females to be found were 
her mother, her and the overworked heffers which kept their family in 
modest means, providing milk and every spring the procreation of new 
calves. And every spring being a young girl Soeur Breton had to stay in the 
house while the bulls were compelled to do what they needed to do, and later 


when the cows birthed their young. 


Yes, she was as curious as a young girl could be about the birds and the 
bees, and where babies come from ... but it was to the family garden that 
she was allowed to roam and not the barn where the cows were birthing their 


young. It was in her garden that she discovered and practiced her own form 
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of procreation ... Mendelian genetics. And so from a young age she 
became a horticulturalist, and a very good one, eventually going to the 
University of Saskatchewan and getting a bachelor’s degree in agricultural 


science (the first and only member of her family to go onto higher learning). 


In grade nine we were very fortunate to have Soeur Breton for she was 
brilliant when it came to cell and plant biology and we soon became skilled 
in preparing and staining microscope slides of a thousand and one biological 
samples. She also had a most remarkable little garden in the science prep 
room, housed in a shelf with grow lights and everything. Her prize plant 
was a Venus Fly trap which, if you received top marks for your month in her 
class she let you feed the beast, to the amusement of the class. I myself once 
had the pleasure to feed the beast its live Musca Domestica (which is Latin 


for house fly ... she loved teaching us Latin). 


Soeur Breton also had a funny sense of humor, for instance telling us what it 
was like to go to school in a one room prairie school with all its quaint 
idiosyncrasies. It was literally a wooden cabin with a pot belly stove which 
burned coal or wood depending what was at hand (coal was usually 
delivered as a Christmas gift by the local Canadian National Railway crew, 
and since it burned warmer than wood, was a much appreciated winter treat). 
The lighting was from two small windows during the day and by a handful 
of kerosene lamps the rest of the time. The floor was made of rough wood 
which had to be swept clean twice a day. There was an outhouse for the 


boys and a separate one for the girls, on opposite sides of the one room 
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school house, each of which fumed in the winter months and stank in the 


summer (it was all a question of how long you could hold your breath!) 


Water was drawn from a stream that was quarter mile off, which froze over 
in the winter (yes, you guessed it, a pot of snow on the stove and voila water 
in a few minutes), and in the summer the stream dried up so one year they 
built a cistern of sorts which they filled in the spring time, but by late June 
no one wanted to drink the foul water that it held. Instead in the summer 
months the water was eventually used to keep a small flower and vegetable 
garden that a young and intrepid Soeur Breton planted around the school 
house. They thought her a bit daft to do this, but the garden flourished, an 
oasis in the middle of the hot and arid dust bowl of the 1930’s prairies. 


From a young age Soeur Breton had a way of producing earthbound 
miracles. Even when she was still in middle school she started to teach the 
elementary school students so that their teacher, an old carry over from the 
19" century Dominion of Canada Days could teach the older students. 
Many years later we were her middle school students the year she was to 
retire and so we had not only the benefit of her many years of teaching 


experience, but in her eyes we would become our most important legacy. 


When the day came for us to break the seals and start the reproduction 
section in our textbooks she sat us down and told us a story that sort of put 


everything into perspective for us. 
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When she was of an age that her childhood was coming to an end and her 
womanhood would began her mother let her watch as a calf came into the 
world. If you have ever seen a cow give birth your know it is very 
mammalian. When the little one plopped out of her mother and stood for the 


first time Soeur Breton was amazed on this little earthly miracle. 


But perhaps it was her inquisitive mind who got her to start thinking, what 
about the beginning of the calf’s life. She knew it had something to do with 


bulls and cows, but well she had never witnessed ... procreation! 


A few weeks after the little calf was born she was at the barn watching the 
little one suckle when along came the bull that had sired the little calf. It 
pushed the little one aside nearly trampling it and Soeur Breton had to duck 
under the fence and fight the bull to retrieve the little calf. As she 
approached the bull she realized he was in his splendor and out of the corner 


of her eye she spied the shocking masculinity of him. 


Soeur Breton barely escaped with her life as the bull became lustful with the 
cow, and as she held the calf in her arms, she watched in horror as an 
appendage as long as and as thick as her arm was well ... you know ... and 
as the cow bayed in discomfort it was then that she made one of her life’s 


fateful decisions. 


She smiled as she recounted this moment in her life“it was then and there 


172 


that I decided to become a nun 
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Even though we were a naive gaggle of Catholic youngsters we understood 


what she was saying and roundly joined her in her frivolity. 
It was with such admiration for the good sister that we opened our grade 
nine science books, broke the seals and dived into the dichotomy of the 


human condition. 


La belle religieuse smiled proudly for you could hear a pin drop ... And her 


homework for us that week was ... just don’t act like bulls and cows. 


New York 
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A Valentine's Day Gift for Sophia by Patrick Bruskiewich 


It is rather hard being a girl in the modern age. I have a friend named 
Sophia (not her real name) who is somewhat younger than me. She is a very 
moral person and does not let her boyfriends even get to first base. So 
boyfriends come and go like days of the week. Third base is out of the 


question. She wants to wait until she is married. 


As a Catholic I find this commendable. When she asked me about this, in 
frustration; I told her that I waited until my wedding night. This revelation 
brought her respite from the daily peer pressure she endures from the randy 
roosters crowing around her, and from the hysterical hens, in her school. 
Sophia is a middle school student at an upscale private school. She is from 
China and is caught between two very different worlds. At times it is too 


much for her. 


For the first time this Valentine’s Day she is without her own Valentine. 


Her feelings are hurt. To bolster her a bit I sang her the old rhyme 


... A girl and her boy friend sitting in a tree, KI S S I N G, first comes 


love, ... then comes marriage ... then comes a baby in a baby carriage 


Sophia hasn't even kissed a boy. 
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I tutor Sophia middle school science. Her curriculum this year includes ‘the 
birds and the bees.’ Describing in a most prudent fashion the process by 
which girl meets boy, girl and boy become intimate and well girl becomes a 


mother, got an exclamation from Sophia ... 7 think I will adopt, thank you!” 


Gametes got her a back into her science, but realizing that the male haploid 
are like motor boats swimming within a woman’s uterus was a bit too much 
for her. When she realized the human ovum was the size of the dot at the 
end of this sentence, and a full grown baby came from this, this put things 
into perspective for her. It is hard being a girl in the modern age. There is so 


much they need to think about. 


Unlike me, Sophia is not Catholic. Her decision to wait is not a reflection of 
a religious morality. Her decision to wait until marriage is a wise one that 
reflects both her heritage and a respect for her own reproductive health. The 
idea of 250 million miniscule spermatozoa swimming freely within her 
uterus got her wondering about the rowdy roosters in her class who have 
already ‘done it’ many times with many different little hens. Dashing 
around the farmyard like that didn’t seem all that hygienic to her. She is 
smart, Sophia, and she understand a thing or two about good medical 
science. She’ll wait not because of any religious morality, but because of a 


scientific one. 


So she has a stand-offish reputation in the farmyard. It has almost become a 
game for them to peck at her. The roosters are crowing ‘cock a diddle do 


.... The hens squawk that Sophia is no different than they are. 
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In the midst of all this cacophony, I decided last week to paint Sophia a 
special Valentine’s gift. Sometimes I find a good reason to paint. When my 
friend Salome was expecting her first baby I painted her La Reign des 
Diamonds (The Queen of Diamonds), which celebrates her happiness in 
being a mother. When another friend Rachel married last December I 
painted her a gift of an ornate vase with three peacock feathers titled Les 
Trois Plumes de Paon (the Three Peacock Feathers). I have a French — 
Canadian heritage and when I produce a work of art I like giving the works 


French names. 


For Sophia I am painting something special ... a tribute to her unique 
character. It is titled Oiseau de Paradis which is a majestic female Bird of 
Paradise which other birds can only admire from a distance for her poise 
and plumage, but can never get close enough to woo her ... unless she lets 


them. The vestal Sophia is without doubt a Bird of Paradise. 


Last night as I sat and worked into the late hours on Oiseau de Paradis I 
thought I might even make the piece into a triptych, with Sophia’s 
Valentine’s gift the right hand side, the left hand painting a Peacock in full 
plumage and the middle canvas a plain nest with one little fuzzy and 
awkward looking baby bird. If I make it into a triptych I won't tell her about 
the other two paintings until she is married and then I might give her the 
other canvases. You guessed it about the nest and the little fuzzy one. To 


me a baby is a gift from God, a gift that is admirable beyond words. 
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It has been many years since I have had my own true Valentine’s. My heart 
doesn't beat as warmly as someone half my age. My feathers have been 
ruffled a few times too many by hysterical hens. I am past the age of 
roosting on fences and crowing. I know I am destined for the soup pot in the 


not too distant future. 


If all I do this Valentine’s is commend Sophia for her principles, then I will 
have paid fitting homage to my friend who is, without question, une Oiseau 


de Paradis. 


Oiseau de Paradis (now hanging on Sophia’s wall 
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New Artwork 
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Nature Photographs by Shou Ye Gauthier 
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Musca Domestica 


A Green Fro erhaps eyeing the Musca Domestica? 
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Harbor Seals 


Harlequin Ducks 
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Kestrels 


Snow Geese 
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Two Mallards Fighting for a Mate 
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Artist statement from Shou Ye Gauthier 


The gentle lapping of the littoral waters, the smooth undulations of the 
solitary flicker, the pale purple mountains rising there in the distance; in 
these I find my rest and purpose. My photographs intend to not merely 
document but show the underlying, hidden, and diverse cultures of the 
natural world. I want to display every aspect of a mallard; its bright blue 
speculum while in flight, or a hen escorting her brood to the water. I want to 
show that every organism has a purpose and is worth contemplating. From 
marshland to coastal rain forests to mountains and beyond, there is beauty 
and drama to be immortalized on camera. A large part of this beauty comes 
from the entropy and ephemeron of it all. To me, nothing compares to being 


out in the field and being immersed in it. 
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Contemporary Paintings by Catherine Crepeau 
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Qui est? 
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Cath Cross 
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Danceuse 
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La Femme en Rose 
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En Jeu 
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Catherine Crepeau was born in Montreal and went to university in Ottawa. 
She took up painting while she sat as an artist model in several art studios 
and Ateliers here in Vancouver, including Basic Inquiry and the Atelier in 


West Vancouver. 


To pay her way through university Catherine took up burlesque and 


performed in a duel ensemble at a number of Night Spots in Ottawa. 


She now resides in a quiet little town in Southern Ontario, out of the 


limelight and in front of her easel. 
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A Painting for my Little Brother by Kayla Gaudet 


A Painting for my Little Brother by Kayla Gaudet 


Kayla is a Canadian born, Vancouver based artist and animator. She also 
produces short films. This is a painting she did for her little brother for a 
Christmas Gift. 
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Two Drawings of the Artist Model Leon Reals 


Artist Model Leon Real 
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Composition in Thirds 
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Droll Paintings by Patrick Bruskiewich 
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Three Sun Flowers (now hanging on Ayaka”s wall) 
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Dada (now hanging on the Atelier wall 
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(9 


Trois Lumieres (now hanging on the Atelier?s wall 
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La Reign des Diamantes (now hanging on the Atelier wall 
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Oiseau de Paradis (now hanging on Sophia?s wall 
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Works From the Modern Era 
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You are a Marvel by Pablo Casals 


Each second we live is a new and unique moment of the universe, a moment 


that will never be again ... 


And what do we teach our children? We teach them that two and two make 


four, and that Paris is the Capital of France. 


When will we teach them what they are? 


We should say to each of them: Do you know what you are? You are a 
marvel. You are unique. In all the years that have passed, there has never 
been another child like you. Your legs, your arms, your clever fingers, the 


way you move. 
You may become a Shakespeare. A Michelangelo, a Beethoven. You have 
the capacity for anything. Yes, you are a marvel. And when you grow up, 


can you then harm another who is, like, you, a marvel? 


You must work — we must ... 
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Prologue to COMPOSITION by Arthur Wesley Dow 


BEGINNINGS 


In writing this book my main purpose is to set forth a way of thinking about 
art. The most that such a book can do is to direct the thoughts, awaken a 


sense of power and point to ways of controlling it. 


The principles of art teaching here outlined might be illustrated in other 
ways and with better examples. I hope the reader will see how each chapter 
can be developed into many sets of lessons. The progressions can be varied, 
materials changed, lessons amplified and different designs chosen, providing 
there is no sacrifice of essentials. The book is based upon my experience in 
painting and teaching for more than twenty years. The first edition of 
Composition was published in 1899. In this revision I have made many 
additions and used new illustrations without departing from theory or 
principles. Composition was chosen as a title because that word expresses 
the idea upon which the method here presented is founded—the “putting 
together” of lines, masses and colors to make a harmony. Design, 
understood in its broad sense, is a better word, but popular usage has 


restricted it to decoration. 


Composition, building up of harmony, is the fundamental process in all the 
fine arts. I hold that art should be approached through composition rather 
than through imitative drawing. The many different acts and processes 


combined in a work of art may be attacked and mastered one by one, and 
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thereby a power gained to handle them unconsciously when they must be 
used together. If a few elements can be united harmoniously, a step has been 
taken toward further creation. Only through the appreciations does the 
composer recognize a harmony. Hence the effort to find art-structure 


resolves itself into a development of appreciation. 


This faculty is a common human possession but may remain inactive. A way 
must be found to lay hold upon it and cause it to grow. A natural method is 
that of exercises in progressive order, first building up very simple 
harmonies, then proceeding on to the highest forms of composition. Such a 
method of study includes all kinds of drawing, design and painting. It offers 
a means of training for the creative artist, for the teacher or for one who 


studies art for the sake of culture. 


This approach to art through Structure is absolutely opposed to the time- 
honored approach through Imitation. For a great while we have been 
teaching art through imitation—of nature and the “historic styles”—leaving 
structure to take care of itself, gathering knowledge of facts but acquiring 
little power to use them. This is why so much modern painting is but picture- 
writing; only story-telling, not art; and so much architecture and decoration 
only dead copies of conventional motives. Good drawing results from 
trained judgment, not from the making of facsimiles or maps. Train the 
judgment, and ability to draw grows naturally. Schools that follow the 
imitative or academic way regard drawing as a preparation for design, 
whereas the very opposite is the logical order—design a preparation for 


drawing. 
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Soon after the time of Leonardo da Vinci art education was classified into 
Representative (imitative), and Decorative, with separate schools for each— 
a serious mistake which has resulted in loss of public appreciation. Painting, 
which is essentially a rhythmic harmony of colored spaces, became 
sculptural, an imitation of modeling. Decoration became trivial, a lifeless 
copying of styles. The true relation between design and representation was 


lost. 


This error is long-lived. An infinite amount of time is wasted in misdirected 
effort because tradition has a strong hold, and because artists who have 
never made a study of education keep to old ruts when they teach. This 
academic system of art-study ignores fundamental structure, hence the 
young pupil understands but few phases of art. Confronted with a Japanese 
ink painting, a fresco by Giotto or a Gothic statue he is unable to recognize 
their art value. Indeed he may prefer modern clever nature-imitation to 


imaginative work of any period. 


Study of composition of Line, Mass and Color leads to appreciation of all 
forms of art and of the beauty of nature. Drawing of natural objects then 
becomes a language of expression. They are drawn because they are 
beautiful or because they are to be used in some art work. Facility in 
drawing will come more quickly in this way than by a dull routine of 


imitation with no definite end in view. 
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The history of this structural system of art teaching may be stated in a few 
words; and here I am given the opportunity to express my indebtedness to 
one whose voice is now silent. An experience of five years in the French 
schools left me thoroughly dissatisfied with academic theory. In a search for 
something more vital I began a comparative study of the art of all nations 
and epochs. While pursuing an investigation of Oriental painting and design 
at the Boston Museum of Fine Arts I met the late Professor Ernest F. 
Fenollosa. He was then in charge of the Japanese collections, a considerable 
portion of which had been gathered by him in Japan. He was a philosopher 
and logician gifted with a brilliant mind of great analytical power. This, with 
rare appreciation, gave him an insight into the nature of fine art such as few 


ever attain. 


As imperial art commissioner for the Japanese government he had 
exceptional opportunities for a critical knowledge of both Eastern and 
Western art. He at once gave me his cordial support in my quest, for he also 
felt the inadequacy of modern art teaching. He vigorously advocated a 
radically different idea, based as in music, upon synthetic principles. He 
believed music to be, in a sense, the key to the other fine arts, since its 
essence 1s pure beauty; that space art may be called “visual music”, and may 
be studied and criticized from this point of view. Convinced that this new 
conception was a more reasonable approach to art, I gave much time to 
preparing with Professor Fenollosa a progressive series of synthetic 
exercises. My first experiment in applying these in teaching was made in 
1889 in my Boston classes, with Professor Fenollosa as lecturer on the 


philosophy and history of art. The results of the work thus begun attracted 
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the attention of some educators, notably Mr. Frederic B. Pratt, of that great 
institution where a father's vision has been given form by the sons. Through 
his personal interest and confidence in these structural principles, a larger 
opportunity was offered in the art department of Pratt Institute, Brooklyn. 
Here during various periods, I had charge of classes in life drawing, 
painting, design and normal art; also of a course for Kindergarten teachers. 


Professor Fenollosa continued his lectures during the first year. 


The growth of the work and its influence upon art teaching are now well 


known. 


In 1900 I established the Summer School at Ipswich, Massachusetts, for the 
purpose of obtaining a better knowledge of the relation of art to handicraft 
and manual training. Composition of line, mass and color was applied to 
design, landscape and very simple hand work in metal, wood-block printing 
and textiles. Parts of 1903 and '04 were spent in Japan, India and Egypt 


observing the native crafts and gathering illustrative material. 


In 1904 I became director of fine arts in Teachers College, Columbia 
University, New York. The art courses are now arranged in progressive 
series of synthetic exercises in line, dark and light and color. Composition is 
made the basis of all work in drawing, painting, designing and mode ling— 
of house decoration and industrial arts—of normal courses and of art 
training for children, After twenty years' experience in teaching I find that 
the principles hold good under varying conditions, and produce results 


justifying full confidence. They bring to the student, whether designer, 
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craftsman, sculptor or painter an increase of creative power; to the teacher, 
all this and an educational theory capable of the widest application. To all 
whose loyal support has given impetus and advancement to this work —to 
the pupils and friends who have so generously furnished examples for 
illustration—I offer most grateful acknowledgments. 

ARTHUR WESLEY DOW 

New York, 1912 
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A New Fountain for Lost Lagoon by S. Cai and P. Bruskiewich 


Stanley Park is one of the major municipal parks within a major city in 
Canada. While it is not as well known, or as well developed, as the many 
great parks of Paris, or of London, Florence, Tokyo, Shanghai or of perhaps 
Grand Central Park in New York, Stanley Park has the potential to become 
one of the great metropolitan parks in the world. Vancouver is a young 
metropolis compared to the likes of Paris, London, Florence, Tokyo, 


Shanghai or New York. 


The youthfulness of Vancouver in fact works to our advantage, for cultural 
sensibilities of Vancouver can reflect a modern sensibility while reflecting a 
nearly two hundred year historical heritage as well. Stanley Parks was 
officially opened on Sept. 27» 1888. Itis now over 125 years old. In recent 
years it is estimated that around eight million people visit Stanley per year, 


many from around the world. 


One of the underdeveloped and underutilized assets within Stanley Park is 
Lost Lagoon. This proposal outlines ideas to develop a modern Fountain 
and a series of features for Lost Lagoon in Stanley Park. The centre-piece 


of the fountain is an expectant Mermaid (La Sirene Enceinte). 


The goal is to make this part of Stanley Park something comparable to the 
finest fountains and features found in cities the likes of Paris, London, 


Florence, Tokyo, Shanghai or New York. 
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Existing Lost Lagoon 


The existing Lost Lagoon is a natural body of brackish water situated on the 
southeast side of Stanley Park in the West end of Vancouver. It is a body of 
water that fills space, but does not hold much aesthetic appeal amongst park 


visitors. 


On occasion in the lagoon is to be found wild life such as domesticated 
white swans, and migrating fowl, such as Canadian geese, ducks, loons and 
herons, as well as sea gulls. The existing lagoon has the following aerial 


view (North is to the right) 
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Fig. 1: Aerial View of Lost Lagoon 


There is a remarkable opportunity to transform Lost Lagoon into a world 
class fountain and water feature, within a world class park. The 
transformation can involve an enhancement of both the natural character of 
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this brackish body of water, as well as incorporating aesthetic and artistic 


features. 


The existing water fountain, which is over fifty years old, is located near the 
indicator in the aerial view. The existing water fountain has been out of 
operation for a number of years, and will not be put back into service in the 


foreseeable future. The lagoon is presently a static feature in the park. 


Pictures were taken during a walkabout around Lost Lagoon along the south 
and east public paths in early spring this year. Early spring was chosen so 
that the pictures could be taken before the leaves of the deciduous trees 
blocked the views. The walkabout yielded the following view lines looking 


across the body of water. 


Starting from the southern tip of Lost Lagoon and walking east we find the 
body of water entirely hidden away from view (refer to Fig. 2: Looking 


North from Vantage Point A). 


There are some low quality trees and bushes that block the view to Lost 
Lagoon towards the North. There are also some heritage trees as well. South 
of the Lagoon, the soil is of very poor quality and has limited horticultural 
viability. There is bracken and bushes in this region, which is adjacent to the 
drainage of the lagoon, which is located at the southern portion of this body 


of water. 
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Fig. 2: Looking North from vantage point A 


As you walk east along the path the view lines begin to open both towards 
the water and towards the sky (refer to Fig. 3: Looking North from vantage 
point B). 


The quality of the soil improves marginally. There is potential for 


horticultural features in this area. 


As you proceed further east the view lines open even more. The public path 


also turns northward (refer to Fig. 4: Looking North from vantage point C). 
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Fig. 3: Looking North from vantage point B 


The walk along the path past vantage point C takes the park visitor to the 
most open view of Lost Lagoon. It also takes the park visitor towards the 


causeway to the First Narrows Bridge / Highway 99. 


Once you get past the small cluster of poor quality trees at the south- 
southeastern edge of the Lagoon the view to the body of water opens up 


significantly (refer to Fig. 5: Looking West from vantage point D). 
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Fig. 5: Looking West from vantage point D 


Presently the best view lines to Lost Lagoon are from the eastern and the 
north eastern sides of the Lagoon. This means that almost 75 % of the view 


lines around the lagoon are obscured to one degree or another. 


Presently only a handful of park visitors, people in cars driving along the 
causeway to Lions Gate Bridge, as well as a few privileged West Enders 
who happen to live in some apartments with a clear and unobstructed sight- 


line, have a fine view of the Lagoon. 


One of the finest views of Lost Lagoon is looking North West on one of the 


public pathways (Fig. 6: Looking North West from vantage point E). 
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Fig. 6: Looking North West from vantage point E 


It would be beneficial to all park visitors 1f the southern portion of Lost 
Lagoon had its sight-lines open to the same extent that the eastern portion is 


clear of obstructions. 


Turning back towards the south we see the poor quality trees and bracken 
obscuring the view to Lost Lagoon (Fig. 7: Looking South West from 


vantage point E). 
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Fig. 7: Looking South West from vantage point F 


Instead of being a forgotten part of Stanley Park, this part of the Lagoon 
could become a natural aesthetical draw for park visitors. This area of the 
Lagoon, looking southwest, would be a natural spot for a modern fountain 


system and artistic features. 


The View Lines and Vantage Points are outlined in Fig.8. 
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Fig. 8: The View Lines and Vantage Points in Fig. 2 to 7 


In its existing state, and with a modest investment of time and money, Lost 
Lagoon presents wonderful possibilities for both natural and man-made 


features, as well as a modern lighted and computer controlled fountain. 


In the next section we discuss what Culture represents and outline some 
examples of fountains and features found in Paris, London, New York, 


Shanghai and Tokyo. 


What Culture Truly Means 


Great Metropolis like Paris, London, Florence, Tokyo, Shanghai or New 
York have remarkable cultural histories. One of the authors of this essay 
(Bruskiewich) has suggested for a number of years that Vancouver has the 


potential of becoming the Florence of the 21s: century. 
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The great Metropolis of Paris, London, Florence, Tokyo, Shanghai or New 
York have evolved around a series of shared ideas that have lifted the human 
spirit and pass that spirit from one generation to the next. These places are 
places of culture achievement. They are also destination spots for tourists, 


business people, diplomats and scholars. 


These cultural achievements have been the result of forward looking 
individuals who understand that cities are living things with a myriad of 


challenges and opportunities. 


One example of this is the rebuilding of the heart of London after the great 
fire September 1666, which gutted the medieval city of London inside the 
old Roman city walls. The rebuilding of the heart of London included the 
remarkable work as Sir Christopher Wren. This remarkable cultural 
undertaking by Sir Christopher Wren and his colleagues is one of the key 


reasons London is today considered one of the great Metropolis of the world. 


Another example is the Haussman Renovation of Paris that began in the 
middle of the 19m century and formally ended in 1927, after a span of 75 
years. The street plan and distinctive appearance of modern day Paris is 
largely a result of the Haussman Renovation. This remarkable cultural 
undertaking is one of the key reasons Paris is today considered one of the 


great metropolis of the world. 
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Key to understanding what make a city a great Metropolis is an 
understanding of what Culture truly means. The word Culture in this context 


has several meanings: 


1) The ideas, customs, skills, arts of a people or group, that are transferred, 
communicated, or passed along, as in or to succeeding generations; 

11) development, improvement, or refinement of the intellect, emotions, 
interests, manners and taste; the result of this refined ways of thinking, 
talking and acting; 

111) development or improvement of physical quantities by special training or 


care. 


There is a culture of sorts in place in Vancouver that is based to a great 


extent on the natural beauty of the city and on a laissez-faire life style. 


From the 1940’s to the late 1960’s Vancouver had more neon signs on its 
streets than any city on the West Coast of North America. This artistic and 
architectural heritage all but melted away, one sign at a time, by the 1980’s. 
As part of the proposed fountain and features for Lost Lagoon, there is an 


opportunity to return such beautiful colour and artistry to Vancouver. 


During the 1950’s to late 1970’s Vancouver was also known for its musical 
night spots and exceptional R & B, Jazz and live performance venues and 
restaurants. Featured performers like Sinatra use to come north from the US 
to Vancouver to perform live. This culture all but melted away in the 1980’s, 


to be replaced by night clubs that occasionally feature live performers, but 
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mostly provide canned music and a relatively unrefined laissez-faire life 
style. As part of the proposed fountain and features for Lost Lagoon, there is 


an opportunity to revive a musical heritage to Vancouver. 


As the city of Vancouver grows, a distance is opening between its citizens 
and the natural surroundings of the region. It is getting more and more 
difficult for the city existence to reconcile with the natural beauty of the 


lower mainland. 


This beckons to a need to set in place significant cultural achievements, and 
corners of public spaces that help to lift the spirit of the citizens of 
Vancouver, as well as those many millions visitors who come to Vancouver 


each year on business, as students or as tourists. 


Some Fountain and Feature Ideas from Other Great Metropolis 


Let us look at some fountains and features from the great Metropolis to get 
some idea of the scale and grandeur of what might be possible for Lost 


Lagoon. 


In Florence, there are a number of fountains and statues that are major works 
of art that are meant to draw interest in public spaces. The Fathers of 
Florence understood that wonderful art in public spaces created a cultured 
spirit and also drew visitors who travelled from all over to ‘see Florence 
before they died.” This cultural policy has been in place since the early part 
of the 16n century. 
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Fig. 9: Plaza della Signora, Florence 


An example of such art is the fountain in the Plaza della Signora (refer to 
Fig. 9). There are also other famous works such as Michelangelo’s David. 
Rome has a number of grand fountains, such as the Eternal Fountain, which 


can also be looked at for comparison. 


In Paris there are many public parks and fountains, some that date back to 
the 16m century. For instance, there is the Grande Fountain at Versailles 


(Refer to Fig. 10). 
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Fig. 10: Grande Fountain at Versailles 


In and around Paris there are at least a dozen notable fountains, some in 
parks and some in roundabouts. Some of these fountains and features were 


built during the Haussman Restoration. 


In London, perhaps the most famous fountain is the one at Trafalgar Square 
which is named in tribute to Lord Nelson who defeated the combined French 
and Spanish Fleets off the Cape of Trafalgar in October 1805 (refer to Fig. 
11: The Fountain at Trafalgar Square). 
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Fig. 11: The Fountain at Trafalgar Square 


In the square is Nelson”s Spire or Column with a statue of Nelson at its peak. 


Canada House is located adjacent to Trafalgar Square. 


In New York there is Grand Central Park and the Bethesda Terrace Fountain 


(refer to Fig. 12: Bethesda Terrace Fountain, Grand Central Park). 
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Fig. 12: Bethesda Terrace Fountain, Grand Central Park 


Ur VER Ka fa 


ig. 13: Alice in Wonderland 
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There are also some smaller features such as Alice in Wonderland im the 
Garden Conservatory (refer to Fig. 13: Alice in Wonderland). This feature is 


a favorite with children who are allowed to clamber all over the feature. 


The tale of Alice in Wonderland is a story that over 50% of the English 
Speaking World has read or heard about. 


There is a small feature in Stanley Park of the Little Mermaid, which sits on 
a rock separate from the rest of the world. This sculpture is based on a tale 
by the Danish author Hans Christian Andersen of the Little Mermaid who is 
willing to give up her life in the sea and her identity as a mermaid to become 


human and acquire a human soul. 


Fig. 14: The Musical Fountain, Shanghai 


Art & Eros Volume Two - Winter 2019 Page 91 


In Shanghai there is the Musical Fountain which has lights and fountain 
features that are computer controlled (Fig. 14: The Musical Fountain, 
Shanghai). This musical fountain is one of the most modern in the world. 


Several nice videos of the fountain in operation are available on the internet. 


Proposed Fountains and Features for Lost Lagoon in Stanley Park 


The old fountain at Lost Lagoon was for many years the only active 
aesthetic feature in Lost Lagoon. Follow a storm a few years ago which 


damage the services to the old fountain, 1t has been out of operation. 


It is proposed that a new lighted, computer controlled fountain be installed in 
Lost Lagoon, not necessarily where the old fountain was, but perhaps at a 
part of the body of water that is towards the south east of Lost Lagoon (refer 
to Fig. 15: Proposed Fountain Area). 
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Fig. 15: Proposed Fountain Area 


The central feature of the fountain might be a fixed sculpture such as a 
Mermaid, surrounded by features that represent some of the marine animals 
that are found on the west coast, such as salmon, herring, Orca, dolphins and 


the like. 


One of the authors (Salome) has suggested that the central feature be that of 
a Mermaid expecting a child, to symbolize the rich fertility and fecundity of 


the Pacific Ocean (refer to Fig. 16: La Sirêne Enceinte). 


The fountain may include a variable water curtain as a backdrop. The water 
curtain may include aerated water which is illuminated by multicolored, 


computer controlled lights. 
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Surrounding La Sirêne Enceinte (the Expectant Mermaid) could be a circular 
fountain that imitates the jumping of fish by the ever increasing jumping of 
water from one oceanic creature to the next, such as may be found in, for 


instance, in the Versailles Grande Fountain. 


Fig. 16: La Sirêne Enceinte 


Where the inoperative existing fountain is located perhaps a giant sculpture 
of Neptune, the mythological God of the Sea could be contemplated, along 


the lines of the lovely sculpture at the heart of the fountain in the Plaza della 


Signora (refer back to Fig. 9). 
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To complement the new water fountain and features, as well as to open 
appropriate site lines, a well thought out landscaping and horticultural 
program should be undertaken concurrently. In the next section of this 


proposal more detail will be provided on garden and horticultural design. 


In front of the new fountain could be a removable stage which could be used 
for live musical performances and symphony presentations. To add to the 
acoustics a bowl, like the Hollywood Bowl could be a temporary structure set 


in place whenever needed for special events. 


Landscaping and Modern Design 


There are two very famous garden cities in the world; Paris in France and 
Suzhou in China. We do not want to copy from the others, but we can take 
the JINGHUA of the best in history and develop the identical and fascinating 
beauty of gardening. 


One of the proponents in this submission (Salome) graduated from the 
Architecture Department of the University of Suzhou. She was taught and 
influenced by the great historical landscaping (refer to Fig. 17: 18m Century 
Drawing of Suzhou), city design, gardens and architecture in Suzhou, which 


was the reason she chose to go to Suzhou University. 
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Fig. 17: 18m Century Drawing of Suzhou 


There are numbers of remarkable gardens in Suzhou which really impressed 
her, just like they impress the world. There are about 40million people every 
year who visit Suzhou, a small city not too far from Shanghai. Shanghai is 


the biggest city in the PRC (population 23 million). 


Many visitors to Shanghai decide to visit Suzhou, as it is known as The 


Garden of Shanghai (refer to Fig. 18: A Modern Garden in Suzhou). 


After she graduated from university in Suzhou, she went to Paris to continue 
the study of art. Salome was inspired by a famous architect- I. M. Pei who 
grow up in Suzhou and later emigrated to the United States where he became 


a world renown architect. 
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Fig. 18: A Modern Garden in Suzhou 


Mr. Pei did the unique design of the JFK Presidential Library in Boston , as 
well as the Pyramid and Fountains of Le Musée de Louvre in Paris (refer to 
Fig. 19: Pyramid and Fountains of Le Musée de Louvre in Paris)and many 
other famous architectural projects around the world. In many of Mr. Pei”s 


designs, we can see the spirit of Suzhou garden. 
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Fig. 17: Pyramid and Fountains at Le Musée de Louvre in Paris 


Mr. Pei has been an inspiration to Salome, and one of her dreams is to 


design an architectural and artistic masterpiece like those of Mr. I. M .Pei. 


Salome was fortunately had the opportunity to study in France, I have visited 
and studied the French landscaping, city design and architecture, which 


really have enriched my artistic and foundational knowledge in design 


This submission will be sent to Mr. I.M.Pei with a request as to whether he 
might want to work with us and provide some ideas or recommendations for 
this project, and perhaps participate in the design of the new water fountain 


and features for Lost Lagoon. 
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An Open Air Sculpture Gallery 


It would actually be wonderful if the City of Vancouver would to consider 
an Open Air Sculpture Gallery adjacent to Lost Lagoon with sculptures 
similar to that of Alice in Wonderland specifically for children, and children 


at heart. 


The statues could be that of story book characters like Peter Rabbit and his 
friends, or Winnie the Pooh and his friends, or perhaps even Alice in 


Wonderland. 


Designating Stanley Park as a UNESCO Heritage Site 


It would be wonderful if Stanley Park could join other Canadian city centres 
and National Parks as an International Heritage Sites. The idea is to propose 
that Stanley Park be named a UNESCO World Heritage Site in the same way 
that the Citadelle in Quebec City and several other sites in Canada are 


UNESCO World Heritage Site. 


Two hundred and twenty five years ago, in 1792, was when Captain 
Vancouver sailed into Burrard Inlet on his great voyage of discovery and 
survey of the Pacific North West about HMS Discovery and HMS Chatham. 


The City of Vancouver is named in honor of Captain George Vancouver. 


Mr. Bruskiewich helped with the subsequent efforts in the mid-1980’s to 
designate the Citadelle in Quebec City a UNESCO World Heritage Site. 
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(refer to: 
https://archive.org/details/Mr.MulroneyMr.ReaganGiveUsHopeForTheFutur 
e). 


The choice of the Citadelle as the locale for the St. Patrick’s Day Summit in 
1985 between the President of the United States Mr. Reagan and the Rt. 
Hon. Prime Minister Mr. Mulroney was made by Mr. Bruskiewich in a 


personal letter to the PM in 1984. 


In 1943 the Citadelle was where the creation of the United Nations was first 
formally discussed between the President of the United States Franklin D. 
Roosevelt, the Prime Minister of Great Britain the Rt. Hon. Winston 
Churchill and the Prime Minister of Canada the Rt. Hon. William Lyons 
MacKenzie King. 


The 1994 Summit in Vancouver between the POTUS Mr. Clinton and the 
President of Russia Mr. Yeltsin was also a consequence of Mr. 
Bruskiewich’s 1984 letter to the PMO in which he asked the Parliament of 


Canada to act as an intermediary between the two superpowers. 


The Canadian Commissioner to UNESCO in Paris stands ready to assist the 
City of Vancouver in submitting this proposal. Mr. Bruskiewich would be 
honored to assist in efforts to designate Stanley Park a UNESCO World 
Heritage Site. 


A Special Gift to Vancouver on Canada’s 150" Birthday 
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The first day of July, 2017 is the 150m birthday of the Dominion of Canada 
which was established on the 1st of July, 1867. 


This year is also the 225% anniversary of the voyage of discovery undertaken 


by Captain George Vancouver and the Royal Navy. 


In the way of this submission, both Salome and Patrick would like to suggest 
the water fountain and features proposal to the People of Canada as a fitting 


gift on Canada’s 150m birthday. 


This fountain and features project may be undertaken concurrent with 


designating Stanley Park as a UNESCO Heritage Site. 


There should be a Grand Identifying Architectural Feature in Vancouver 
like the Tour Eiffel in Paris, or the Gardens in Suzhou. Perhaps the fountain 
and features for Lost Lagoon could be such a feature. 


Time Lines, Estimates, and Costing 


The time to design, build and commission the fountain and features outlined 
in this proposal is between 24 to 36 months dependent on the time needed 


for concept approval and project design. 


Construction and commissioning of the fountain would take between 12 and 
18 months. The time to implement the features and gardening portion of this 


proposal is estimated at 24 months. 
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The total cost for the fountain and features outlined in this proposal is 


estimated to be on the order of $ 12 to $ 15 million (CDN). 

Epilogue 

Both Ms. Salome Cai and Mr. Patrick Bruskiewich are honored to have the 
opportunity to propose a new water fountain and architectural features for 


Lost Lagoon in Stanley Park. 


This project may be an opportunity to undertake a design-build project in 


conjunction with the Architecture Department of the University of Suzhou. 


This project could also be designated to permit both public and private 


infrastructure investment. 


As professionals, both Ms. Cai and Mr. Bruskiewich stand ready to assist in 


the design and implementation of this proposal. 
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The Search for Beauty by RBC 


Beauty is as much a necessity of our everyday life as bread. If our lives are 
to be more than mere existence, they demand something besides a weekly 
pay cheque, three meals a day, and a roof over our heads. There must be 


food for the mind and the eye, the soul and the spirit. 


The thought of beauty, its expressions, and the love of it have been present 
in the minds of men every century. Writers and artists have spent their lives 
capturing and immortalizing the beautiful in words and in paint; the men of 
the Middle Ages made lasting monuments to beauty and the glory of God in 
the building of great cathedrals; ordinary people have been inspired and 


uplifted by beauty in their physical and spiritual lives. 


As far back as 25,000 years ago, in the early stone age, paintings on the 
walls of caves in France and Spain show the desire of men to create, and to 
rise beyond the limitations of the daily struggle to keep alive. We today are 
also struggling in an anxious world — and if ever any people needed some 
power outside themselves to give relief from worry and alarms, we do. We 
are more fortunate than our forefathers, for we have the accumulated culture 


and wisdom of the ages to draw upon. 


We use the word "beautiful" dozens of times a day, to describe anything 


from a new fashion to a sunset but what actually 1s beauty? 
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Great thinkers have defined it in many ways, some of which we might quote. 
One of the best known, one that has had far reaching influence, is the 
teaching of Plato: Beauty is the splendor of truth. The influence of this can 
be seen in the lines written by Keats, in his Ode on a Grecian Urn: "Beauty 


1s truth, truth beauty, - that is all ye know on earth, and all ye need to know." 


Ruskin, in The True and the Beautiful, had this to say: "Any material object 
which can give us pleasure in the simple contemplation of its outward 
qualities, without any direct and definite exertion of the intellect, I call in 
some way, or in some degree, beautiful.” But perhaps the simplest definition 


of all is that given by St. Thomas Aquinas: "That which when seen pleases." 


These descriptions can include everything in life, from a bride to an 
advertisement, from a bird-song at dawn to a radio broadcast, from a 


heather-covered mountain to a department store window. 


We live in a world that abounds in beauty, but sometimes we are too 
absorbed in ourselves, our pursuits, and our problems, to see the beauties. 
We scarcely notice the small unselfishness of the single flower; it is the 


grand gesture or the big bouquet that ordinarily calls forth our admiration. 


But there is beauty all around us, in poetry and in paintings, in our vast 
forests and our own back-gardens, in city streets and business offices and in 
factories, and in the lives of saints and ordinary men. To feel this beauty 


makes the imagination richer, and the world more interesting. 
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An editorial in a Montreal newspaper called attention to three kinds of 


beauty: 


“First there is the beauty of the senses, the joy that comes from 
loveliness of color, line, form, and tone. A second aspect of beauty 
exists in the understanding of the origin and being of Nature 
(including human beings). This constitutes science. The third form of 
beauty lies in seeking the meaning of beautiful things we see, and the 
purpose they express. The deeper and farther we go in the search for 
beauty, the higher we rise beyond the physical and sensuous to the 


spiritual sphere.’ 


We were all born with an eye for beauty, but when we were children we 
were perhaps more closely akin to the homespun beauties of the world. The 
softness of a kitten's fur, the brightness of an autumn leaf, the first fresh 
snowfall, these were all sources of wonderment and pleasure. As time went 
by, and sophistication set in, we lost this first fine appreciation of beauty, 
our eyes were not so open to the simple things which once gave us pleasure, 
and our outlook became not so alert and eager. We lost some of our natural 


eye for beauty and with it we have lost some of our happiness too. 


... The cultivation of love of the beautiful is not a special privilege, the 
preserve of the few or the possession of a caste. Beauty is ours to enjoy 
without money and without price — a rewarding joy within the reach of all. It 


has nothing to do with technical ability or wealth or high education. 
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We cannot all create beauty or be artists in the grand manner. Not many of 
us will write a great novel, paint a masterpiece, or perform on the concert 
platform. But everyone of us is capable of creating beauty in one form or 
another, and of appreciating it even more widely. The woman taking a well- 
baked loaf out of the oven, the man gathering vegetables from the garden he 
has carefully tended, the mother telling a story to her children, and the 
employer who makes a congenial working atmosphere for his employees — 
all of these are creating something that is beautiful. Beauty can be small, but 
it can never be insignificant if it adds to the enrichment and dignity of 


human life. 


In all the arts there has always been a controversy of opinion concerning 
what is beautiful. In commenting on Turner’s painting, The Slave Ship, 
Ruskin wrote that it was “perfect and immortal." The painter Inness 
declared: “It's claptrap.” Thackeray was puzzled and neutral: "J don't know 


whether it's sublime or ridiculous.” 


Eric Newton, the British critic, said some years ago that there is no real test 
of beauty, because beauty is the expression of the artist's aesthetic 
excitement. If one person shares that excitement and another does not, then 
the former thinks the work beautiful, and the latter thinks it ugly. When we 
say that there is beauty in a picture, what we really mean is that that 
particular arrangement of colors and forms causes a state of mind in us 


which is good ... 


Art & Eros Volume Two - Winter 2019 Page 106 


In our choice of the beautiful, familiarity plays a big part. We all cherish 
scenes and memories which "flash upon that inward eye" to strengthen and 
uplift us, and on these our future choices of the beautiful are based. These 
things of beauty, like a great affection, a clear thought, or a profound faith, 


are eternal possessions. 


We cannot, of course, retain everything in our own personal storehouse of 
beauty. Something that we find shining with beauty at one time we may find 
later has lost interest for us; this holds true for people and paintings, books 
and memories. There is an interesting variation of this. As time passes, and 
we undergo wider and more varied experiences, we can and do return to 
people and to art and discover new beauties and new values which we did 


not see in earlier years. 


An example of this is to be seen in the work of the Canadian artists who are 
known as the Group of Seven. When their work first appeared, about thirty 
years ago, it was adversely criticized in some quarters. Today the work of 
these artists, which includes such great names as Tom Thomson, Lawren 
Harris, and Dr. Arthur Lismer, is considered by the majority of our people as 
being typically Canadian. It has captured the character and flavor of our 


country. 


Where can we look for beauty? Where can we search and be sure of our 


reward? 
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Art may sometimes disappoint and confuse us, but Nature never. The effect 
of natural beauty is to elevate us to a higher level. We cannot look upon a 
great natural scene, a serpentine river, a snow-capped mountain, or a green 
and gentle meadow, without feeling remote from our personal pettiness. We 
cannot, in these days, and all of us would not, even if we could, follow 
Thoreau in choosing a hermit's life by a Walden pond, but natural beauty can 


play a vital part in raising our lives from the humdrum to the enjoyable. 


Even a city dweller walking quickly along a crowded street can catch some 
moment of natural beauty. often a shaft of sunlight striking a church spire, a 
strange and interesting formation of clouds, or the delicate outline of an 
ancient weathered tree, can pierce our busy day with a little stab of pure 


delight ... 


The nearer one is to nature the more instinctive art becomes. It has been 
said that art is the one thing we all want, the expression of man's joy in his 
work. Line, form, color, and sound all play a part in widening our mental 
and spiritual horizons, stimulating our senses and our imagination. Art is the 
work of the whole spirit of man ... it is not something extraneous to life, but 


the way by which vital needs are perfectly satisfied, 


Before the industrial era, there was greater opportunity for creative 
expression within the limitations of a man's working day. The craftsman, 
making things painstakingly by hand, had a particular pride in his whole 


artistic achievement. 
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Today, with the fragmentation of production, there is not this satisfying 


sense of creation. 


Since many of us do not derive this full artistic satisfaction from our daily 
work, they must find the answer elsewhere ... in the broadening of our 


culture in our leisure time ... 


It is quite true that we cannot all become outstanding in the arts. But a man 
is not an artist only because of what he writes or makes, but because of what 
he feels. To have imagination and taste, and to love the best, is an 


accomplishment in itself. 


To live in these days is a strenuous experience, demanding more than ever 
before of vigor, thought, and spirit. When, then, we learn to enjoy beauty as 
we seek it and find it, we are indulging (as it were by proxy) an instinct 
which in other times and other circumstances would find expression in the 


doing of beautiful things ... 


It is true that we can create an atmosphere of beauty and grace with the 
wealth of goods that modern ingenuity and manufacturing have developed 


and perfected, but the very first seeds of beauty lie within ourselves. 


If we cultivate the many attributes of beauty in our relationships with our 
families and our associates, we carl achieve a happiness and a spiritual 
content such as no possession of material goods can give us. The 


understanding ear, the appreciative eye, the open mind, and the generous 
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heart are not only blessings to us who possess them, but their benefits extend 
to all those whose lives touch ours, no matter how slightly. By beautifying 


our social and domestic existence, we can all be artists in life. 


We can educate ourselves intellectually and spiritually to see the maximum 
of beauty ... in the world of nature, of art, and of human beings. By this 
aesthetic education we will achieve not only that general sense of 
steadfastness and resource which is perhaps the kernel of happiness, but a 


new joy and meaning in living. 


Itis a fundamental truth that nothing but the good enters into the beautiful. 
In this largest sense of the word, beauty - the yearning for it, the search for 


it, and the contemplation of it — has civilized mankind. 


Royal Bank of Canada, 
Newsletter, December 1950, 


Montreal Canada 


Art 8: Eros Volume Two - Winter 2019 Page 110 


Life Drawing Praxis 
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The following activities are taken from Chapter One of a Life Drawing 


Workbook that will be published in the spring of 2020. 
1.1 My Artistic Motivation 


Each of us have artistic motivations. The first activity for you to undertake 
1s to list out and describe six things that motivates you to do life drawing: 

D 

2) 

3) 

4) 


5) 


6) 
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1.2 My Life Drawing Exploration 


The second activity for you to undertake is to list out and describe six things 


that you would like to explore as you do life drawing: 


1) 


2) 


3) 


4) 


5) 


6) 
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1.3 My Existing Drawing Skills 


The third activity for you to undertake is to list out and describe six existing 


drawings skills that you are good at: These will be your foundation skills. 


1) 


2) 


3) 


4) 


5) 


6) 
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1.4 My Road Ahead 


As an artist you have aspirations as to future projects and professional 
development. In the fourth activity draw yourself a mind-map for the road 
ahead — where do you want the Life Drawing to help take you? Also outline 


what drawing skills you would like to learn, develop or explore. 
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1.5 My First Simple Life Drawing 


The fifth activity is to spend at most ten minutes to draw a simple life 
drawing in your sketch book. The life drawing can be draped, semi-draped 
or figurative and can be based on an existing work of art, or it could even be 


a self-portrait. 


This will be your first simple drawing activity in this Workbook. 


Do this sketch in your sketch book. 
. Use a HB pencil and a soft eraser. 
Do not worry about proportions, shading and the like. 


Your drawing is a simple sketch (a Croquis as they say in French). 


AR WN 


. Do not take more than 10 minutes to do this sketch. 


It is best you do this first simple drawing with a life model in Atelier, 
however if you do not have a life model in front of you, you might open a 


good art book and use that as a reference. 


Or you might visit the online life drawing resources at the Croquis Cafe and 
find yourself some artistic inspiration in their video or photography 


collection. 
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Works of Poetry 
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A Poem about my Writing Struggles by Ekaterina Aksenenko 


Yet another paper, 
Yet another struggle, 
There are no choices 


I could freely juggle. 


There is no freedom 
As to what | am writing. 
Care not professors 


That inside — | am fighting. 


Introducing topic 

Of no much importance, 

| proceed to body 

That goes in discordance 

With my inner feelings, 
senses 


and 


| conclude my paper 
With obscure wording 


Curiously wondering 


emotions. 
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If they call it “learning”? 


Had it not been better 
To allow students 
Express in their paper 
Feelings, 
thoughts, 
reflections (Clarke & Hutchinson, 


p.187). 


Had it not been better 
To encourage students 
Discuss in their writings 


Things they deem important. 


It could be much better, 
Had narrative writings 
Played the role of exits 


Out of the closet. 


2018, 
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Existentialist Poems by Clara Philippi 
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Me 


People always tell you that things don’t define you. 

The clothes you wear don’t define you, they say. 

The grades you get don’t define you, they say. 

What people think about you doesn’t define you, they say. 

But don’t you want to be defined by something? 

I don’t want to be an undefined something anymore. 

I want to be someone, stand for something. 

But I don’t know how to. 

It seems impossible, yet it looks like everyone knows exactly what to do. 
It is like a secret club, nobody invited me to, called “how to be” 

But doesn’t this lack of definition also give me all the freedom in the world? 
I can be whatever and whoever I desire to be. 

I am the person to define me, transition me from a human to a person. 


And yet I don’t know how to handle this power. 


I Wish I Would Fit into a Laundry Machine 


Afterwards, I put my dirty t-shirt into the laundry machine. 

I lay it in there, fill it up with some soap, 

I see the colorful liquid pour into it, 

so beautiful, I am almost tempted to try a bit of its forbidden taste. 
And then I close the door. 


I can see my shirt a last time, the way it is now. 
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When I will open that door again, it will be like today never happened. 
A calming thought. 

Because the laundry machine will have worked its wonders. 

All the stains will be removed. 

Nobody will be able to tell what substance touched it. 

Nobody will see all the colors that were never supposed to be on there. 
Its now rough fabric will be soft again, desirable to touch. 

The strong sent of sweat, caused by paralyzing fear, will never be smelled 
again. 

Only the pastel flowers, seen on the bottle of soap. 

With this wash, my shirt will lose its memory. 

Everything it went through, erased. 

A blank start. 


I wish I would fit into a laundry machine. 


But I Don’t Fear Death 


People say, 

you can do it sometime else, 

you have time, 

you have so much more time to live. 
But do you? 

Life is the shortest thing possible, 


compare your 70, 80, maybe 90 years on planet earth, 
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with the infinity that existence will exist. 
We are nothing, 
and so is time. 


So why worry? 


You want to live? 

Go the farthest away from life you can possible be. 

You will meet life at the border to death. 

You don’t know what living means, 

until you are happy about every time your heart contracts, 
until you can feel every atom of oxygen filling your lungs. 
Once you know how that feels like, 

your life will be different. 

Because now you are actually living, 


not only having a life. 


What is the worst that can happen? 

You can die. 

But why pay such a high price for knowing that you will have a couple more 
years here, 

because some day, somehow, we will all die. 


I will die, you will die, every living thing dies. 


Death is what defines life. 
Life is restricted, that is what makes it so valuable. 


Every good thing has to come to an end, 
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and so does life. 
But I don’t fear death, 


death isn’t this scary thing we need to avoid with all our power. 


Death is the most beautiful thing about living. 

It should be what motivates you, 

to actually experience life as long as you have it. 
Once death comes to me, 

I won't be in panic, 

I won't try to convince him otherwise. 

I will embrace him, 

and be in peace with him, with me, with the universe. 
I already can say that I lived, 


and that is the only reason we are here. 


Our time as living creatures is not about, who can stay on earth longer, 
it is about how many experiences you can fit into your limited time here. 
Once you accept that, 

you will live the best life you will ever have. 

No fears, no regrets. 


Just life. 


It was Like Hearing Morpheus’s Voice 


It was like 
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waking up in the morning, 
hearing your alarm clock scream, 
while still having the taste 

of this dream 

linger around in your mind. 


A dream worth its name. 


It was like 

just laying in your bed 
feeling as empty as sad 
because the knowledge 
that a dream is only that 
weighs heavier than stone 
and its presses you down 


into a place you’ve never been 


It was like 

hearing Morpheus’s voice 

creep up in your head 
explaining to you in every detail 
what you will never have 
because his reality is superior 
and all you have of it 

is a foggy memory of a face 
and the vague feeling of a touch 


by fingers 
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that never existed. 


That was how leaving you felt like. 


Berlin, 


Germany 
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The Dream of the Fisherman's Wife by Hokusai 


Hokusai, The Dream of the Fisherman’s Wife (1814) 


A Haiku derived from words found in the translation of the writing adorning 


The Dream of the Fisherman's Wife by Hokusai Katsushika (1760-1849): 


The Octopus” 
wish comes true at last, ‘I have 


you in my grasp!’ 


Your bobo is 
so ripe, so wonderful! 


The best of all! 
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I want to eat you, 
and after we have made love 


I will take you to 


the Palace of 
the Sea God, now that I have 


you in my grasp! 


Hateful octopus! 
Sucking at the mouth of 


my soft womb 


You make me gasping 
for breath! Aah! yes... it’s...there!!! 


With your sucker, 


Inside, me oooh! 
Oooh, good, oooh good! There! 


Theeeeere! Goood! Whew! 


Aah! Good, aaaaaaaaaah! Not 
yet! Until now it was I that men 


called octopus! 


Ooh! Whew! How are 


you able to bring me 
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such pleasure...!? Ooh!” 


All my eight limbs 
to entwine you with! How do 


you like it this way? 


Ah! The inside of 
you is swollen, moist by the 


warmth of lust.” 


Yes, 1t tingles, soon; 
there’ll be no sensation 


left at all in me 


my hips are nearly 
numb. I’m nearly done! 


Are gato ... Tako 
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Love Poems by Christopher Marlowe (1564 — 1593) 
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Shalt Live with Me and be My Love 


We will leave this paltry land, 

and sail from hence to Greece, to lovely Greece. 

PII be thy Jason, thou my Golden Fleece; 

where painted carpets o’er the meads are hurl’d, 

and Bacchus’ vineyards overspread the world: 

Where woods and forests go in godly green 

Pll be Adonis, thou shall be Love’s Queen. 

The meads, the orchards, and the primrose-lanes, 

instead of sedge and reed, bear sugar-canes; 
Thou in those groves, by Deus above, 


shalt live with me and be my love. 


Ithamore , a Moorish slave to 
Bellamira, a Maltese Courtesan, 


The Jew of Malta, Act IV, Scene IV. 


The Passionate Shepherd to his Love 


Come live with me and be my love, 
And we will all the pleasures prove 
That valleys, groves, hills, and fields, 
Woods, or steep mountain yields. 


And we will sit upon rocks, 
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Seeing the shepherds feed their flocks, 
By shallow rivers to whose falls 


Melodious birds sing madrigals 


And I will make thee beds of roses 
And a thousand fragrant poises, 
A cap of flowers, and a kirtle 


Embroidered all with leaves of myrtle; 


A gown made of the finest wool 
Which from our pretty lambs we pull; 
Fair lined slippers for the cold, 

With buckles of the purest gold; 


A belt of straw and ivy buds, 
With coral clasps and amber studs; 
And if these pleasures may thee move, 


Come live with me, and be my love. 


The shepherd's swains shall dance and sing 
For thy delight each May morning: 
If these delights thy mind may move, 


Then live with me and be my love. 


Who Ever Loved, That Loved Not at First Sight? 
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It lies not in our power to love or hate, 
For will in us is overruled by fate. 
When two are stripped, long ere the course begin, 


We wish that one should love, the other win; 


And one especially do we affect 

Of two gold ingots, like in each respect: 

The reason no man knows; let it suffice 
What we behold is censured by our eyes. 
Where both deliberate, the love 1s slight: 
Who ever loved, that loved not at first sight? 


The Face that Launch’d a Thousand Ships 


Was this the face that launch'd a thousand ships, 
And burnt the topless towers of Ilium? 

Sweet Helen, make me immortal with a kiss. 
Her lips suck forth my soul: see where it flies! 
Come, Helen, come, give me my soul again. 
Here will I dwell, for heaven is in these lips, 
And all is dross that is not Helena. 

I will be Paris, and for love of thee, 

Instead of Troy, shall Wittenberg be sack'd; 


And I will combat with weak Menelaus, 
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And wear thy colours on my plumed crest; 
Yea, I will wound Achilles in the heel, 
And then return to Helen for a kiss. 

O, thou art fairer than the evening air 
Clad in the beauty of a thousand stars; 
Brighter art thou than flaming Jupiter 
When he appear'd to hapless Semele; 
More lovely than the monarch of the sky 
In wanton Arethusa's azur'd arms; 


And none but thou shalt be my paramour! 


I Must Have Wanton Poets 


I must have wanton poets, pleasant wits, 
Musicians, that with touching of a string 
May draw the pliant king which way I please: 
Music and poetry is his delight; 

Therefore I'll have Italian masks by night, 
Sweet speeches, comedies, and pleasing shows; 
And in the day, when he shall walk abroad, 
Like sylvan nymphs my pages shall be clad; 
My men, like satyrs grazing on the lawns, 
Shall with their goat-feet dance the antic hay; 
Sometime a lovely boy in Dian's shape, 


With hair that gilds the water as it glides, 
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Crownets of pearl about his naked arms, 

And in his sportful hands an olive-tree, 

To hide those parts which men delight to see, 
Shall bathe him in a spring; and there, hard by, 
One like Actæon, peeping through the grove, 
Shall by the angry goddess be transform'd, 


And running in the likeness of an hart, 


By yelping hounds pull'd down, shall seem to die: 


Such things as these best please his majesty. 


Ignoto 


I love thee not for sacred chastity. 

Who loves for that? nor for thy sprightly wit: 

I love thee not for thy sweet modesty, 

Which makes thee in perfection's throne to sit. 

I love thee not for thy enchanting eye, 

Thy beauty, ravishing perfection: 

I love thee not for that my soul doth dance, 

And leap with pleasure when those lips of thine, 
Give musical and graceful utterance, 

To some (by thee made happy) poet's line. 


I love thee not for voice or slender small, 


But wilt thou know wherefore? Fair sweet, for all. 
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Faith, wench! I cannot court thy sprightly eyes, 
With the base viol placed between my thighs: 
I cannot lisp, nor to some fiddle sing, 

Nor run upon a high stretching minikin. 

I cannot whine in puling elegies. 

Entombing Cupid with sad obsequies: 

I am not fashioned for these amorous times, 
To court thy beauty with lascivious rhymes: 

I cannot dally, caper, dance and sing, 

Oiling my saint with supple sonneting: 

I cannot cross my arms, or sigh ‘Ah me, 

‘Ah me forlorn!’ egregious foppery! 

I cannot buss thy fill, play with thy hair, 
Swearing by Jove, "Thou art most debonnaire!' 
Not I, by cock! but I shall tell thee roundly, 


Hark in thine ear, zounds I can thee soundly. 


Sweet wench, I love thee; yet I will not sue, 

Or show my love as musky courtiers do; 

I'll not carouse a health to honour thee, 

In this same bezzling drunken courtesy: 

And when all's quaffed, eat up my bousinglass, 
In glory that I am thy servile ass. 

Nor will I wear a rotten Bourbon lock, 

As some sworn peasant to a female mock. 


Well-featured lass, thou know'st I love thee dear, 
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Yet for thy sake I will not bore mine ear, 
To hang thy dirty silken shoe-tires there: 
Not for thy love will I once gnash a brick, 
Or some pied colours in my bonnet stick. 
But by the chaps of hell, to do thee good, 
I'll freely spend my thrice decocted blood. 


Hero and Leander (First and Second Sestiads) 


The first two Sestiads are by Christopher Marlowe 


The First Sestiad 


The Argument of the First Sestiad 


Hero's description and her love's; 

The fane of Venus where he moves 

His worthy love-suit, and attains; 
Whose bliss the wrath of Fates restrains 
For Cupid's grace to Mercury: 

Which tale the author doth imply. 


On Hellespont, guilty of true love's blood, 
In view and opposite two cities stood, 


Sea-borderers, disjoin'd by Neptune's might; 
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The one Abydos, the other Sestos hight. 

At Sestos Hero dwelt; Hero the fair, 

Whom young Apollo courted for her hair, 

And offer'd as a dower his burning throne, 

Where she should sit, for men to gaze upon. 

The outside of her garments were of lawn, 

The lining purple silk, with gilt stars drawn; 

Her wide sleeves green, and border'd with a grove, 
Where Venus in her naked glory strove 

To please the careless and disdainful eyes 

Of proud Adonis, that before her lies; 

Her kirtle blue, whereon was many a stain, 

Made with the blood of wretched lovers slain. 
Upon her head she ware a myrtle wreath, 

From whence her veil reach'd to the ground beneath: 
Her veil was artificial flowers and leaves, 

Whose workmanship both man and beast deceives: 
Many would praise the sweet smell as she past, 
When 'twas the odour which her breath forth cast; 
And there for honey bees have sought in vain, 
And, beat from thence, have lighted there again. 
About her neck hung chains of pebble-stone, 
Which, lighten'd by her neck, like diamonds shone. 
She ware no gloves; for neither sun nor wind 
Would burn or parch her hands, but, to her mind, 


Or warm or cool them, for they took delight 
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To play upon those hands, they were so white. 

Buskins of shell, all silver'd, used she, 

And branch'd with blushing coral to the knee; 

Where sparrows perch'd, of hollow pearl and gold, 

Such as the world would wonder to behold: 

Those with sweet water oft her handmaid fills, 

Which, as she went, would cherup through the bills. 

Some say, for her the fairest Cupid pin'd, 

And, looking in her face, was strooken blind. 

But this is true; so like was one the other, 

As he imagin'd Hero was his mother; 

And oftentimes into her bosom flew, 

About her naked neck his bare arms threw, 

And laid his childish head upon her breast, 

And, with still panting rock, there took his rest. 

So lovely-fair was Hero, Venus' nun, 

As Nature wept, thinking she was undone, 

Because she took more from her than she left, 

And of such wondrous beauty her bereft: 

Therefore, in sign her treasure suffer'd wrack, 

Since Hero's time hath half the world been black. 
Amorous Leander, beautiful and young, 

(Whose tragedy divine Musaeus sung,) 

Dwelt at Abydos; since him dwelt there none 

For whom succeeding times make greater moan. 


His dangling tresses, that were never shorn, 
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Had they been cut, and unto Colchos borne, 
Would have allur'd the venturous youth of Greece 
To hazard more than for the golden fleece. 

Fair Cynthia wish'd his arms might be her sphere; 
Grief makes her pale, because she moves not there. 
His body was as straight as Circe's wand; 

Jove might have sipt out nectar from his hand. 
Even as delicious meat is to the tast, 

So was his neck in touching, and surpast 

The white of Pelops' shoulder: I could tell ye, 
How smooth his breast was, and how white his belly; 
And whose immortal fingers did imprint 

That heavenly path with many a curious dint 
That runs along his back; but my rude pen 

Can hardly blazon forth the loves of men, 

Much less of powerful gods: let it suffice 

That my slack Muse sings of Leander's eyes; 
Those orient cheeks and lips, exceeding his 

That leapt into the water for a kiss 

Of his own shadow, and, despising many, 

Died ere he could enjoy the love of any. 

Had wild Hippolytus Leander seen, 

Enamour'd of his beauty had he been: 

His presence made the rudest peasant melt, 

That in the vast uplandish country dwelt; 


The barbarous Thracian soldier, mov'd with nought, 
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Was mov'd with him, and for his favour sought. 

Some swore he was a maid in man's attire, 

For in his looks were all that men desire,-- 

A pleasant-smiling cheek, a speaking eye, 

A brow for love to banquet royally; 

And such as knew he was a man, would say, 

"Leander, thou art made for amorous play: 

Why art thou not in love, and lov'd of all? 

Though thou be fair, yet be not thine own thrall." 
The men of wealthy Sestos every year, 

For his sake whom their goddess held so dear, 

Rose-cheek'd Adonis, kept a solemn feast: 

Thither resorted many a wandering guest 

To meet their loves: such as had none at all, 

Came lovers home from this great festival; 

For every street, like to a firmament, 

Glister'd with breathing stars, who, where they went, 

Frighted the melancholy earth, which deem'd 

Eternal heaven to burn, for so it seem'd, 

As 1f another Phaeton had got 

The guidance of the sun's rich chariot. 

But, far above the loveliest, Hero shin'd, 

And stole away th' enchanted gazer's mind; 

For like sea nymphs' inveigling harmony, 

So was her beauty to the standers by; 


Nor that night-wandering, pale, and watery star 
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(When yawning dragons draw her thirling car 
From Latmus' mount up to the gloomy sky, 
Where, crown'd with blazing light and majesty, 
She proudly sits) more over-rules the flood 
Than she the hearts of those that near her stood. 
Even as when gaudy nymphs pursue the chase, 
Wretched Ixion's shaggy-footed race, 

Incens'd with savage heat, gallop amain 

From steep pine-bearing mountains to the plain, 
So ran the people forth to gaze upon her, 

And all that view'd her were enamour'd on her: 
And as in fury of a dreadful fight, 

Their fellows being slain or put to flight, 

Poor soldiers stand with fear of death dead-strooken, 
So at her presence all surpris'd and tooken, 
Await the sentence of her scornful eyes; 

He whom she favours lives; the other dies: 
There might you see one sigh; another rage; 
And some, their violent passions to assuage 
Compile sharp satires; but, alas, too late! 

For faithful love will never turn to hate; 

And many, seeing great princes were denied, 
Pin'd as they went, and thinking on her died. 
On this feast-day,--O cursed day and hour!-- 
Went Hero thorough Sestos, from her tower 


To Venus' temple, where unhappily, 
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As after chanc'd, they did each other spy. 

So fair a church as this had Venus none: 

The walls were of discolour'd jasper-stone, 
Wherein was Proteus carv'd; and over-head 

A lively vine of green sea-agate spread, 

Where by one hand light-headed Bacchus hung, 
And with the other wine from grapes out-wrung. 
Of crystal shining fair the pavement was; 

The town of Sestos call'd it Venus' glass: 

There might you see the gods, in sundry shapes, 
Committing heady riots, incest, rapes; 

For know, that underneath this radiant flour 
Was Danaee's statue in a brazen tower; 

Jove slily stealing from his sister's bed, 

To dally with Idalian Ganymed, 

And for his love Europa bellowing loud, 

And tumbling with the Rainbow in a cloud; 
Blood-quaffing Mars heaving the iron net 
Which limping Vulcan and his Cyclops set; 
Love kindling fire, to burn such towns as Troy; 
Silvanus weeping for the lovely boy 

That now is turn'd into a cypress-tree, 

Under whose shade the wood-gods love to be. 
And in the midst a silver altar stood: 

There Hero, sacrificing turtle's blood, 


Vail'd to the ground, veiling her eyelids close; 
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And modestly they open'd as she rose: 
Thence flew Love's arrow with the golden head; 
And thus Leander was enamoured. 
Stone-still he stood, and evermore he gaz'd, 
Till with the fire, that from his countenance blaz'd, 
Relenting Hero's gentle heart was strook: 
Such force and virtue hath an amorous look. 

It lies not in our power to love or hate, 
For will in us is over-rul'd by fate. 
When two are stript long ere the course begin, 
We wish that one should lose, the other win; 
And one especially do we affect 
Of two gold ingots, like in each respect: 
The reason no man knows; let it suffice, 
What we behold is censur'd by our eyes. 
Where both deliberate, the love is slight: 
Who ever lov'd, that lov'd not at first sight? 

He kneel'd; but unto her devoutly pray'd: 
Chaste Hero to herself thus softly said, 
"Were I the saint he worships, I would hear him;" 
And, as she spake those words, came somewhat near him. 
He started up; she blush'd as one asham'd; 
Wherewith Leander much more was inflam'd. 
He touch'd her hand; in touching it she trembled: 
Love deeply grounded, hardly is dissembled. 
These lovers parled by the touch of hands: 
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True love is mute, and oft amazed stands. 

Thus while dumb signs their yielding hearts entangled, 
The air with sparks of living fire was spangled; 
And Night, deep-drench'd in misty Acheron, 
Heav'd up her head, and half the world upon 
Breath'd darkness forth (dark night is Cupid's day): 
And now begins Leander to display 

Love's holy fire, with words, with sighs, and tears; 
Which, like sweet music, enter'd Hero's ears; 

And yet at every word she turn'd aside, 

And always cut him off, as he replied. 

At last, like to a bold sharp sophister, 

With cheerful hope thus he accosted her. 

"Fair creature, let me speak without offence: 

I would my rude words had the influence 

To lead thy thoughts as thy fair looks do mine! 
Then shouldst thou be his prisoner, who is thine. 
Be not unkind and fair; mis-shapen stuff 

Are of behaviour boisterous and rough. 

O, shun me not, but hear me ere you go! 

God knows, I cannot force love as you do: 

My words shall be as spotless as my youth, 

Full of simplicity and naked truth. 

This sacrifice, whose sweet perfume descending 
From Venus' altar, to your footsteps bending, 


Doth testify that you exceed her far, 
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To whom you offer, and whose nun you are. 
Why should you worship her? her you surpass 
As much as sparkling diamons flaring glass. 

A diamond set in lead his worth retains; 

A heavenly nymph, belov'd of human swains, 
Receives no blemish, but oftimes more grace; 
Which makes me hope, although I am but base, 
Base in respect of thee divine and pure, 

Dutiful service may thy love procure; 

And Tin duty will excel all other, 

As thou in beauty dost exceed Love's mother. 
Nor heaven nor thou were made to gaze upon: 
As heaven preserves all things, so save thou one. 
A stately builded ship, well rigg'd and tall, 

The ocean maketh more majestical: 

Why vow'st thou, then, to live in Sestos here, 
Who on Love's seas more glorious wouldst appear? 
Like untun'd golden strings all women are, 
Which long time lie untouch'd, will harshly jar. 
Vessels of brass, oft handed, brightly shine: 
What difference betwixt the richest mine 

And basest mould, but use? for both, not us'd, 
Are of like worth. Then treasure is abus'd, 
When misers keep it: being put to loan, 

In time it will return us two for one. 


Rich robes themselves and others do adorn; 
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Neither themselves nor others, 1f not worn. 
Who builds a palace, and rams up the gate, 
Shall see it ruinous and desolate: 

Ah, simple Hero, learn thyself to cherish! 
Lone women, like to empty houses, perish. 
Less sins the poor rich man, that starves himself 
In heaping up a mass of drossy pelf, 

Than such as you: his golden earth remains, 
Which, after his decease, some other gains; 
But this fair gem, sweet in the loss alone, 
When you fleet hence, can be bequeath'd to none; 
Or, 1f 1t could, down from th' enamell'd sky 
All heaven would come to claim this legacy, 
And with intestine broils the world destroy, 
And quite confound Nature's sweet harmony. 
Well therefore by the gods decreed it is, 

We human creatures should enjoy that bliss. 
One is no number; maids are nothing, then, 
Without the sweet society of men. 

Wilt thou live single still? one shalt thou be, 
Though never singling Hymen couple thee. 
Wild savages, that drink of running springs, 
Think water far excels all earthly things; 

But they, that daily taste neat wine, despise it: 
Virginity, albeit some highly prize it, 


Compar'd with marriage, had you tried them both, 
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Differs as much as wine and water doth. 
Base bullion for the stamp's sake we allow: 
Even so for men's impression do we you; 
By which alone, our reverend fathers say, 
Women receive perfection every way. 

This idol, which you term virginity, 

Is neither essence subject to the eye, 

No, nor to any one exterior sense, 

Nor hath it any place of residence, 

Nor is't of earth or mould celestial, 

Or capable of any form at all. 

Of that which hath no being, do not boast: 
Things that are not at all, are never lost. 
Men foolishly do call it virtuous: 

What virtue is it, that is born with us? 
Much less can honour be ascrib'd thereto: 
Honour is purchas'd by the deeds we do 
Believe me, Hero, honour is not won, 
Until some honourable deed be done. 

Seek you, for chastity, immortal fame, 
And know that some have wrong'd Diana's name? 
Whose name is it, if she be false or not, 

So she be fair, but some vile tongues will blot? 
But you are fair, ay me! so wondrous fair, 
So young, so gentle, and so debonair, 


As Greece will think, if thus you live alone, 
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Some one or other keeps you as his own. 

Then, Hero, hate me not, nor from me fly, 

To follow swiftly blasting imfamy. 

Perhaps thy sacred priesthood makes thee loath: 
Tell me, to whom mad'st thou that heedless oath?" 
"To Venus," answer'd she; and, as she spake, 
Forth from those two tralucent cisterns brake 

A stream of liquid pearl, which down her face 
Made milk-white paths, whereon the gods might trace 
To Jove's high court. He thus replied: "The rites 
In which love's beauteous empress most delights, 
Are banquets, Doric music, midnight revel, 
Plays, masks, and all that stern age counteth evil. 
Thee as a holy idiot doth she scorn; 

For thou, in vowing chastity, hast sworn 

To rob her name and honour, and thereby 
Committ'st a sin far worse than perjury, 

Even sacrilege against her deity, 

Through regular and formal purity. 

To expiate which sin, kiss and shake hands: 
Such sacrifice as this Venus demands." 

Thereat she smil'd, and did deny him so, 

As put thereby, yet might he hope for mo; 
Which makes him quickly reinforce his speech, 
And her in humble manner thus beseech: 


"Though neither gods nor men may thee deserve, 
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Yet for her sake, whom you have vow'd to serve, 
Abandon fruitless cold virginity. 

The gentle queen of love's sole enemy. 

Then shall you most resemble Venus' nun, 
When Venus' sweet rites are perform'd and done. 
Flint breasted Pallas joys in single life; 

But Pallas and your mistress are at strife. 

Love, Hero, then, and be not tyrannous; 

But heal the heart that thou hast wounded thus; 
Nor stain thy youthful years with avarice: 

Fair fools delight to be accounted nice. 

The richest corn dies, if it be not reapt; 

Beauty alone is lost, too warily kept." 

These arguments he us'd, and many more; 
Wherewith she yielded, that was won before. 
Hero's looks yielded, but her words made war: 
Women are won when they begin to jar. 

Thus, having swallow'd Cupid's golden hook, 
The more she striv'd, the deeper was she strook: 
Yet, evilly feigning anger, strove she still, 

And would be thought to grant against her will. 
So having paus'd a while, at last she said, 

"Who taught thee rhetoric to deceive a maid? 
Ay me! such words as these should I abhor, 
And yet I like them for the orator." 


With that, Leander stoop'd to have embrac'd her, 
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But from his spreading arms away she cast her, 
And thus bespake him: "Gentle youth, forbear 
To touch the sacred garments which I wear. 

Upon a rock, and underneath a hill, 

Far from the town, (where all is whist and still, 
Save that the sea, playing on yellow sand, 

Sends forth a rattling murmur to the land, 

Whose sound allures the golden Morpheus 

In silence of the night to visit us,) 

My turret stands; and there, God knows, I play 
With Venus' swans and sparrows all the day. 

A dwarfish beldam bears me company, 

That hops about the chamber where I lie, 

And spends the night, that might be better spent, 
In vain discourse and apish merriment:-- 

Come thither." As she spake this, her tongue tripp'd, 
For unawares, "Come thither," from her slipp'd; 
And suddenly her former colour chang'd, 

And here and there her eyes through anger rang'd; 
And, like a planet moving several ways 

At one self instant, she, poor soul, assays, 
Loving, not to love at all, and every part 

Strove to resist the motions of her heart: 

And hands so pure, so innocent, nay, such 

As might have made Heaven stoop to have a touch, 


Did she uphold to Venus, and again 
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Vow'd spotless chastity; but all in vain; 

Cupid beats down her prayers with his wings; 

Her vows about the empty air he flings: 

All deep enrag'd, his sinewy bow he bent, 

And shot a shaft that burning from him went; 

Wherewith she strooken, look'd so dolefully, 

As made Love sigh to see his tyranny; 

And, as she wept, her tears to pearl he turn'd, 

And wound them on his arm, and for her mourn'd. 

Then towards the palace of the Destinies, 

Laden with languishment and grief, he flies, 

And to those stern nymphs humbly made request, 

Both might enjoy each other, and be blest. 

But with a ghastly dreadful countenance, 

Threatening a thousand deaths at every glance, 

They answer'd Love, nor would vouchsafe so much 

As one poor word, their hate to him was such: 

Hearken a while, and I will tell you why. 
Heaven's winged herald, Jove-born Mercury, 

The self-same day that he asleep had laid 

Enchanted Argus, spied a country maid, 

Whose careless hair, instead of pearl t'adorn it, 

Glister'd with dew, as one that seem'd to scorn it; 

Her breath as fragrant as the morning rose; 

Her mind pure, and her tongue untaught to glose: 


Yet proud she was (for lofty Pride that dwells 
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In towered courts, is oft in shepherds' cells), 
And too-too well the fair vermilion knew 

And silver tincture of her cheeks, that drew 
The love of every swain. On her this god 
Enamour'd was, and with his snaky rod 

Did charm her nimble feet, and made her stay, 
The while upon a hillock down he lay, 

And sweetly on his pipe began to play, 

And with smooth speech her fancy to assay, 
Till in his twining arms her lock'd her fast, 
And then he woo'd with kisses; and at last, 

As shepherds do, her on the ground he laid, 
And, tumbling in the grass, he often stray'd 
Beyond the bounds of shame, in being bold 
To eye those parts which no eye should behold; 
And, like an insolent commanding lover, 
Boasting his parentage, would needs discover 
The way to new Elysium. But she, 

Whose only dower was her chastity, 

Having striven in vain, was now about to cry, 
And crave the help of shepherds that were nigh. 
Herewith he stay'd his fury, and began 

To give her leave to rise: away she ran; 

After went Mercury, who us'd such cunning, 
As she, to hear his tale, left off her running; 


(Maids are not won by brutish force and might 
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But speeches full of pleasure, and delight;) 

And, knowing Hermes courted her, was glad 
That she such loveliness and beauty had 

As could provoke his liking; yet was mute, 

And neither would deny nor grant his suit. 

Still vow'd he love: she, wanting no excuse 

To feed him with delays, as women use, 

Or thirsting after immortality, 

(All women are ambitious naturally,) 

Impos'd upon her lover such a task, 

As he ought not perform, nor yet she ask; 

A draught of flowing nectar she requested, 
Wherewith the king of gods and men is feasted. 
He, ready to accomplish what she will'd, 

Stole some from Hebe (Hebe Jove's cup fill'd), 
And gave it to his simple rustic love: 

Which being known,--as what is hid from Jove?-- 
He inly storm'd, and wax'd more furious 

Than for the fire filch'd by Prometheus; 

And thrusts him down from heaven. He, wandering here, 
In mournful terms, with sad and heavy cheer, 
Complain'd to Cupid: Cupid, for his sake, 

To be reveng'd on Jove did undertake; 

And those on whom heaven, earth, and hell relies, 
I mean the adamantine Destinies, 


He wounds with love, and forc'd them equally 
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To dote upon deceitful Mercury. 
They offer'd him the deadly fatal knife 
That shears the slender threads of human life; 


At his fair feather'd feet the engines laid, 


Which th' earth from ugly Chaos' den upweigh'd. 


These he regarded not; but did entreat 

That Jove, usurper of his father's seat, 
Might presently be banish'd into hell, 

And aged Saturn in Olympus dwell. 

They granted what he crav'd; and once again 
Saturn and Ops began their golden reign: 
Murder, rape, war, and lust, and treachery, 
Were with Jove clos'd in Stygian empery. 
But long this blessed time continu'd not: 

As soon as he his wished purpose got, 

He, reckless of his promise, did despise 

The love of th' everlasting Destinies. 

They, seeing it, both Love and him abhorr'd, 
And Jupiter unto his place restor'd: 

And, but that learning, in despite of Fate, 
Will amount aloft, and enter heaven-gate, 
And to the seat of Jove itself advance, 
Hermes had slept in hell with Ignorance. 
Yet, as a punishment, they added this, 

That he and Poverty should always kiss 


And to this day is every scholar poor: 
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Gross gold from them runs headlong to the boor. 
Likewise the angry Sisters, thus deluded, 

To venge themselves on Hermes, have concluded 
That Midas' brood shall sit in Honour's chair, 

To which the Muses' sons are only heir; 

And fruitful wits, that inaspiring are, 

Shall discontent run into regions far; 

And few great lords in virtuous deeds shall joy 
But be surpris'd with every garish toy, 

And still enrich the lofty servile clown, 

Who with encroaching guile keeps learning down. 
Then muse not Cupid's suit no better sped, 


Seeing in their loves the Fates were injured. 


The Second Sestiad 


The Argument of the Second Sestiad 


Hero of love takes deeper sense, 

And doth her love more recompense: 

Their first night's meeting, where sweet kisses 
Are th' only crowns of both their blisses. 

He swims t' Abydos, and returns: 

Cold Neptune with his beauty burns; 

Whose suit he shuns, and doth aspire 


Hero's fair tower and his desire. 
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By this, sad Hero, with love unacquainted, 
Viewing Leander's face, fell down and fainted. 
He kiss'd her, and breath'd life into her lips; 
Wherewith, as one displeas'd, away she trips; 
Yet, as she went, full often look'd behind, 

And many poor excuses did she find 

To linger by the way, and once she stay'd, 
And would have turn'd again, but was afraid, 
In offering parley, to be counted light: 

So on she goes, and, in her idle flight, 

Her painted fan of curled plumes let fall, 
Thinking to train Leander therewithal. 

He, being a novice, knew not what she meant, 
But stay'd, and after her a letter sent; 

Which joyful Hero answer'd in such sort, 

As he had hoped to scale the beauteous fort 
Wherein the liberal Graces lock'd their wealth; 
And therefore to her tower he got by stealth. 
Wide-open stood the door; he need not climb; 
And she herself, before the pointed time, 

Had spread the board, with roses strew'd the room, 
And oft look'd out, and mus'd he did not come. 
At last he came: O, who can tell the greeting 


These greedy lovers had at their first meeting? 
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He ask'd; she gave; and nothing was denied; 
Both to each other quickly were affied: 

Look how their hands, so were their hearts united, 
And what he did, she willingly requited. 

(Sweet are the kisses, the embracements sweet, 
When like desires and like affections meet; 

For from the earth to heaven is Cupid rais'd, 
Where fancy is in equal balance pais'd.) 

Yet she this rashness suddenly repented, 

And turn'd aside, and to herself lamented, 

As 1f her name and honour had been wrong'd, 
By being possess'd of him for whom she long'd; 
Ay, and she wish'd, albeit not from her heart, 
That he would leave her turret and depart. 

The mirthful god of amorous pleasure smil'd 
To see how he this captive nymph beguil'd; 

For hitherto he did but fan the fire, 

And kept it down, that it might mount the higher. 
Now wax'd she jealous lest his love abated, 
Fearing her own thoughts made her to be hated. 
Therefore unto him hastily she goes, 

And, like light Salmacis, her body throws 

Upon his bosom, where with yielding eyes 

She offers up herself a sacrifice 

To slake his anger, if he were displeas'd: 


O, what god would not therewith be appeas'd? 


Art 8: Eros Volume Two - Winter 2019 Page 158 


Like AEsop's cock, this jewel he enjoy'd, 

And as a brother with his sister toy'd, 
Supposing nothing else was to be done, 

Now he her favour and goodwill had won. 

But know you not that creatures wanting sense, 
By nature have a mutual appetence, 

And, wanting organs to advance a step, 

Mov'd by love's force, unto each other lep? 
Much more in subjects having intellect 

Some hidden influence breeds like effect. 
Albeit Leander, rude in love and raw, 

Long dallying with Hero, nothing saw 

That might delight him more, yet he suspected 
Some amorous rites or other were neglected. 
Therefore unto his body hers he clung: 

She, fearing on the rushes to be flung, 

Striv'd with redoubled strength; the more she striv'd, 
The more a gentle pleasing heat reviv'd, 
Which taught him all that elder lovers know; 
And now the same gan so to scorch and glow, 
As in plain terms, yet cunningly, he crave it: 
Love always makes those eloquent that have it. 
She, with a kind of granting, put him by it, 
And ever, as he thought himself most nigh it, 
Like to the tree of Tantalus, she fled, 


And, seeming lavish, sav'd her maidenhead. 
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Ne'er king more sought to keep his diadem, 

Than Hero this inestimable gem: 

Above our life we love a steadfast friend; 

Yet when a token of great worth we send, 

We often kiss it, often look thereon, 

And stay the messenger that would be gone; 

No marvel, then, though Hero would not yield 

So soon to part from that she dearly held: 

Jewels being lost are found again; this never; 

"Tis lost but once, and once lost, lost for ever. 
Now had the Morn espied her lover's steeds; 

Whereat she starts, puts on her purple weeds, 

And, red for anger that he stay'd so long, 

All headlong throws herself the clouds among. 

And now Leander, fearing to be miss'd, 

Embrac'd her suddenly, took leave, and kiss'd: 

Long was he taking leave, and loathe to go, 

And kiss'd again, as lovers use to do. 

Sad Hero wrung him by the hand, and wept, 

Saying, "Let your vows and promises be kept": 

Then standing at the door, she turn'd about, 

As loathe to see Leander going out. 

And now the sun, that through th' horizon peeps, 

As pitying these lovers, downward creeps; 

So that in silence of the cloudy night, 

Though it was morning, did he take his flight. 
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But what the secret trusty night conceal'd, 
Leander's amorous habit soon reveal'd: 
With Cupid's myrtle was his bonnet crown'd, 
About his arms the purple riband wound, 
Wherewith she wreath'd her largely-spreading hair; 
Nor could the youth abstain, but he must wear 
The sacred ring wherewith she was endow'd, 
When first religious chastity she vow'd; 
Which made his love through Sestos to be known, 
And thence unto Abydos sooner blown 
Than he could sail; for incorporeal Fame, 
Whose weight consists in nothing but her name, 
Is swifter than the wind, whose tardy plumes 
Are reeking water and dull earthly fumes. 

Home when he came, he seem'd not to be there, 
But, like exiled air thrust from his sphere, 
Set in a foreign place; and straight from thence, 
Alcides-like, by mighty violence, 
He would have chas'd away the swelling main, 
That him from her unjustly did detain. 
Like as the sun in a diameter 
Fires and inflames objects removed far, 
And heateth kindly, shining laterally; 
So beauty sweetly quickens when 'tis nigh, 
But being separated and remov'd, 


Burns where it cherish'd, murders where it lov'd. 
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Therefore even as an index to a book, 

So to his mind was young Leander's look. 

O, none but gods have power their love to hide! 
Affection by the countenance is descried; 

The light of hidden fire itself discovers, 

And love that is conceal'd betrays poor lovers. 
His secret flame apparently was seen: 

Leander's father knew where he had been, 

And for the same mildly rebuk'd his son, 
Thinking to quench the sparkles new-begun. 
But love resisted once, grows passionate, 

And nothing more than counsel lovers hate; 
For as a hot proud horse highly disdains 

To have his head controll'd, but breaks the reins, 
Spits forth the ringled bit, and with his hoves 
Checks the submissive ground; so he that loves, 
The more he is restrain'd, the worse he fares: 
What is it now but mad Leander dares? 

"O Hero, Hero!" thus he cried full oft; 

And then he got him to a rock aloft, 

Where having spied her tower, long star'd he on't, 
And pray'd the narrow toiling Hellespont 

To part in twain, that he might come and go; 
But still the rising billows answer'd, "No." 
With that, he stripp'd him to the ivory skin, 


And, crying, "Love, I come," leap'd lively in: 
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Whereat the sapphire-visag'd god grew proud, 
And made his capering Triton sound aloud, 
Imagining that Ganymede, displeas'd, 

Had left the heavens; therefore on him he seiz'd. 
Leander striv'd; the waves about him wound, 
And pull'd him to the bottom, where the ground 
Was strew'd with pearl, and in low coral groves 
Sweet-singing mermaids sported with their loves 
On heaps of heavy gold, and took great pleasure 
To spurn in careless sort the shipwreck treasure; 
For here the stately azure palace stood, 

Where kingly Neptune and his train abode. 

The lusty god embrac'd him, call'd him "love," 
And swore he never should return to Jove: 

But when he knew it was not Ganymed, 

For under water he was almost dead, 

He heav'd him up, and, looking on his face, 

Beat down the bold waves with his triple mace, 
Which mounted up, intending to have kiss'd him. 
And fell in drops like tears because they miss'd him. 
Leander, being up, began to swim, 

And, looking back, saw Neptune follow him: 
Whereat aghast, the poor soul gan to cry, 

"O, let me visit Hero ere I die!" 

The god put Helle's bracelet on his arm, 


And swore the sea should never do him harm. 
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He clapp'd his plump cheeks, with his tresses play'd, 
And, smiling wantonly, his love bewray'd; 

He watch'd his arms, and, as they open'd wide 

At every stroke, betwixt them would he slide, 

And steal a kiss, and then run out and dance, 

And, as he turn'd, cast many a lustful glance, 

And throw him gaudy toys to please his eye, 

And dive into the water, and there pry 

Upon his breast, his thighs, and every limb, 

And up again, and close beside him swim, 

And talk of love. Leander made reply, 

"You are deceiv'd; I am no woman, I." 

Thereat smil'd Neptune, and then told a tale, 

How that a shepherd, sitting in a vale, 

Play'd with a boy so lovely-fair and kind, 

As for his love both earth and heaven pin'd; 

That of the cooling river durst not drink, 

Lest water-nymphs should pull him from the brink; 
And when he sported in the fragrant lawns, 
Goat-footed Satyrs and up-staring Fauns 

Would steal him thence. Ere half this tale was done, 
"Ay me," Leander cried, "th' enamour'd sun, 

That now should shine on Thetis' glassy bower, 
Descends upon my radiant Hero's tower: 

O, that these tardy arms of mine were wings!" 


And, as he spake, upon the waves he springs. 
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Neptune was angry that he gave no ear, 
And in his heart revenging malice bare: 
He flung at him his mace; but, as it went, 
He call'd it in, for love made him repent: 
The mace, returning back, his own hand hit, 
As meaning to be veng'd for darting it. 
When this fresh-bleeding wound Leander view'd, 
His colour went and came, as if he ru'd 
The grief which Neptune felt: in gentle breasts 
Relenting thoughts, remorse, and pity rests; 
And who have hard hearts and obdurate minds, 
But vicious, hare-brain'd, and illiterate hinds? 
The god, seeing him with pity to be mov'd, 
Thereon concluded that he was belov'd; 
(Love is too full of faith, too credulous, 
With folly and false hope deluding us;) 
Wherefore, Leander's fancy to surprise, 
To the rich ocean for gifts he flies; 
'Tis wisdom to give much; a gilt prevails 
When deep-persuading oratory fails. 

By this, Leander, being near the land, 
Cast down his weary feet, and felt the sand. 
Breathless albeit he were, he rested not 
Till to the solitary tower he got; 
And knock'd, and call'd: at which celestial noise 


The longing heart of Hero much more joys, 
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Than nymphs and shepherds when the timbrel rings, 
Or crooked dolphin when the sailor sings. 

She stay'd not for her robes, but straight arose, 
And, drunk with gladness, to the door she goes; 
Where seeing a naked man, she screech'd for fear, 
(Such sights as this to tender maids are rare,) 

And ran into the dark herself to hide 

(Rich jewels in the dark are soonest spied). 

Unto her was he led, or rather drawn 

By those white limbs which sparkled through the lawn. 
The nearer that he came, the more she fled, 

And, seeking refuge, slipt into her bed; 

Whereon Leander sitting, thus began, 

Through numbing cold, all feeble, faint, and wan. 
"If not for love, yet, love, for pity-sake, 

Me in thy bed and maiden bosom take; 

At least vouchsafe these arms some little room, 
Who, hoping to embrace thee, cheerly swoom: 
This head was beat with many a churlish billow, 
And therefore let it rest upon thy pillow." 
Herewith affrighted, Hero shrunk away, 

And in her lukewarm place Leander lay; 

Whose lively heat, like fire from heaven fet, 
Would animate gross clay, and higher set 

The drooping thoughts of base-declining souls, 


Than dreary-Mars-carousing nectar bowls. 
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His hands he cast upon her like a snare: 

She, overcome with shame and sallow fear, 
Like chaste Diana when Actaeon spied her, 
Being suddenly betray'd, div'd down to hide her; 
And, as her silver body downward went, 
With both her hands she made the bed a tent, 
And in her own mind thought herself secure, 
O'ercast with dim and darksome coverture. 
And now she lets him whisper in her ear, 
Flatter, entreat, promise, protest, and swear: 
Yet ever, as he greedily assay'd 

To touch those dainties, she the harpy play'd, 
And every limb did, as a soldier stout, 
Defend the fort, and keep the foeman out; 

For though the rising ivory mount he scal'd, 
Which is with azure circling lines empal'd. 
Much like a globe (a globe may I term this, 
By which Love sails to regions full of bliss,) 
Yet there with Sisyphus he toil'd in vain, 

Till gentle parley did the truce obtain. 

Even as a bird, which in our hands we wring, 
Forth plungeth, and oft flutters with her wing, 
She trembling strove: this strife of hers, like that 
Which made the world, another world begat 
Of unknown joy. Treason was in her thought, 


And cunningly to yield herself she sought. 
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Seeming not won, yet won she was at length: 

In such wars women use but half their strength. 

Leander now, like Theban Hercules, 

Enter'd the orchard of th' Hesperides; 

Whose fruit none rightly can describe, but he 

That pulls or shakes it from the golden tree. 

Wherein Leander, on her quivering breast, 

Breathless spoke something, and sigh'd out the rest; 

Which so prevail'd, as he, with small ado, 

Enclos'd her in his arms, and kiss'd her too: 

And every kiss to her was as a charm, 

And to Leander as a fresh alarm: 

So that the truce was broke, and she, alas, 

Poor silly maiden, at his mercy was. 

Love is not full of pity, as men say, 

But deaf and cruel where he means to prey. 
And now she wish'd this night were never done, 

And sigh'd to think upon th' approaching sun; 

For much it griev'd her that the bright day-light 

Should know the pleasure of this blessed night, 

And them, like Mars and Erycine, display 

Both in each other's arms chain'd as they lay. 

Again, she knew not how to frame her look, 

Or speak to him, who in a moment took 

That which so long, so charily she kept; 

And fain by stealth away she would have crept, 
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And to some corner secretly have gone, 
Leaving Leander in the bed alone. 

But as her naked feet were whipping out, 

He on the sudden cling'd her so about, 

That, mermaid-like, unto the floor she slid; 
One half appear'd the other half was hid. 

Thus near the bed she blushing stood upright, 
And from her countenance behold ye might 

A kind of twilight break, which through the air, 
As from an orient cloud, glimps'd here and there; 
And round about the chamber this false morn 
Brought forth the day before the day was born. 
So Hero's ruddy cheek Hero betray'd, 

And her all naked to his sight display'd: 
Whence his admiring eyes more pleasure took 
Than Dis, on heaps of gold fixing his look. 

By this, Apollo's golden harp began 

To sound forth music to the ocean; 

Which watchful Hesperus no sooner heard, 
But he the bright Day-bearing car prepar'd, 
And ran before, as harbinger of light, 

And with his flaring beams mock'd ugly Night 
Till she, o'ercome with anguish, shame, and rage, 


Dang'd down to hell her loathsome carriage. 
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Love Poems by George Chapman (1559 - 1634) 
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The Shadow of Night 


Fall, Hercules, from heaven, in tempests hurl'd, 
And cleanse this beastly stable of the world; 
Or bend thy brazen bow against the Sun, 

As in Tartessus, when thou hadst begun 

Thy task of oxen: heat in more extremes 


Than thou wouldst suffer, with his envious beams. 


Now make him leave the world to Night and dreams. 


Never were virtue's labours so envied 

As in this light: shoot, shoot, and stoop his pride. 
Suffer no more his lustful rays to get 

The Earth with issue: let him still be set 

In Somnus' thickets: bound about the brows, 


With pitchy vapours, and with ebon boughs. 


Rich taper'd sanctuary of the blest, 

Palace of Ruth, made all of tears, and rest, 

To thy black shades and desolation 

I consecrate my life; and living moan, 

Where furies shall for ever fighting be, 

And adders hiss the world for hating me; 

Foxes shall bark, and night ravens belch in groans, 
And owls shall hello my confusions 

There will I furnish up my funeral bed, 


Strew'd with the bones and relics of the dead. 
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Atlas shall let th' Olympic burthen fall, 

To cover my untombed face withal. 

And when as well, the matter of our kind, 
As the material substance of the mind, 

Shall cease their revolutions, in abode 

Of such impure and ugly period, 

As the old essence, and insensitive prime: 
Then shall the ruins of the fourfold time, 
Turn'd to that lump (as rapting torrents rise), 


For ever murmur forth my miseries. 


Opinion 


There is no truth of any good 

To be discerned on earth; and, by conversion, 
Nought therefore simply bad; but as the stuff 
Prepared for Arras pictures, is no picture 

Till it be formed, and man hath cast the beams 
Of his imaginous fancy thorough it, 

In forming ancient kings and conquerors 

As he conceives they looked and were attired, 
Though they were nothing so: so all things here 
Have all their price set down from men's conceits, 
Which make all terms and actions good or bad, 


And are but pliant and well-coloured threads 


Art 8: Eros Volume Two - Winter 2019 Page 172 


Put into feigned images of truth. 


Her Coming 


See where she issues in her beauty's pomp, 

As Flora to salute the morning sun; 

Who when she shakes her tresses in the air, 
Rains on the earth dissolved pearl in showers, 
Which with his beams the sun exhales to heaven: 
She holds the spring and summer in her arms, 
And every planet puts on his freshest robes, 

To dance attendance on her princely steps, 


Springing and fading as she comes and goes. 


Courage 


Give me a spirit that on this life's rough sea 
Loves to have his sails filled with a lusty wind 
Even till his sail yards tremble, his masts crack, 


And his rapt ship runs on her side so low 


That she drinks water, and her keel ploughs air; 
There is no danger to a man that knows 


What life and death is — there is no law 
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Exceeds his knowledge: neither is it lawful 


That he should stoop to any other law. 


Bridal Song 


O Come, soft rest of cares! come, Night! 
Come, naked Virtue's only tire, 
The reaped harvest of the light 
Bound up in sheaves of sacred fire. 
Love calls to war: 
Sighs his alarms, 
Lips his swords are, 


The field his arms. 


Come, Night, and lay thy velvet hand 
On glorious Day's outfacing face; 
And all thy crowned flames command 
For torches to our nuptial grace. 
Love calls to war: 
Sighs his alarms, 
Lips his swords are, 


The field his arms. 
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Hero and Leander (Third to Sixth Sestiads) 


(The Remaining four Sestiads to this poem are by George Chapman and 


were written after Christopher Marlowe”s untimely death in 1593) 


The Third Sestiad 


The Argument of the Third Sestiad 


Leander to the envious light 

Resigns his night-sports with the night, 
And swims the Hellespont again. 
Thesme, the deity sovereign 

Of customs and religious rites, 
Appears, reproving his delights, 

Since nuptial honours he neglected; 
Which straight he vows shall be effected. 
Fair Hero, left devirginate, 

Weighs, and with fury wails her state: 
But with her love and woman's wit 


She argues and approveth it. 


New light gives new directions, fortunes new 
To fashion our endeavours that ensue. 
More harsh, at least more hard, more grave and high 


Our subject runs, and our stern Muse must fly. 
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Love's edge is taken off, and that light flame, 
Those thoughts, joys, longings, that before became 
High unexperienc'd blood, and maids' sharp plights, 
Must now grow staid, and censure the delights, 
That, being enjoy'd, ask judgment; now we praise, 
As having parted: evenings crown the days. 

And now, ye wanton Loves, and young Desires, 
Pied Vanity, the mint of strange attires, 

Ye lisping Flatteries, and obsequious Glances, 
Relentful Musics, and attractive Dances, 

And you detested Charms constraining love! 

Shun love's stoln sports by that these lovers prove. 
By this, the sovereign of heaven's golden fires, 
And young Leander, lord of his desires, 

Together from their lover's arms arose: 

Leander into Hellespontus throws 

His Hero-handled body, whose delight 

Made him disdain each other epithite. 

And so amidst th' enamour'd waves he swims, 
The god of gold of purpose gilt his limbs, 

That, this word ‘gilt’ including double sense, 

The double guilt of his incontinence 

Might be express 'd, that had no stay t' employ 

The treasure which the love-god let him joy 

In his dear Hero, with such sacred thrift 


As had beseem'd so sanctified a gift; 
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But, like a greedy vulgar prodigal, 

Would on the stock dispend, and rudely fall, 

Before his time, to that unblessed blessing 

Which, for lust's plague, doth perish with possessing: 
Joy graven in sense, like snow in water, wasts; 
Without preserve of virtue, nothing lasts. 

What man is he, that with a wealthy eye 

Enjoys a beauty richer than the sky, 

Through whose white skin, softer than soundest sleep, 
With damask eyes the ruby blood doth peep, 

And runs in branches through her azure veins, 
Whose mixture and first fire his love attains; 

Whose both hands limit both love's deities, 

And sweeten human thoughts like paradise; 

Whose disposition silken and is kind, 

Directed with an earth-exempted mind;-- 

Who thinks not heaven with such a love is given? 
And who, like earth, would spend that dower of heaven, 
With rank desire to joy it all at first? 

What simply kills our hunger, quencheth thirst, 
Clothes but our nakedness, and makes us live, 

Praise doth not any of her favours give: 

But what doth plentifully minister 

Beauteous apparel and delicious cheer, 

So order'd that it still excites desire, 


And still gives pleasure freeness to aspire, 
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The palm of Bounty ever moist preserving; 

To Love's sweet life this is the courtly carving. 
Thus Time and all-states-ordering Ceremony 
Had banish'd all offence: Time's golden thigh 
Upholds the flowery body of the earth 

In sacred harmony, and every birth 

Of men and actions makes legitimate; 

Being us'd aright, the use of time is fate. 

Yet did the gentle flood transfer once more 
This prize of love home to his father's shore, 
Where he unlades himself of that false wealth 
That makes few rich,--treasures compos'd by stealth; 
And to his sister, kind Hermione, 

(Who on the shore kneel'd, praying to the sea 
For his return,) he all love's goods did show, 
In Hero seis'd for him, in him for Hero. 

His most kind sister all his secrets knew, 

And to her, singing, like a shower, he flew, 
Sprinkling the earth, that to their tombs took in 
Streams dead for love, to leave his ivory skin, 
Which yet a snowy foam did leave above, 

As soul to the dead water that did love; 

And from thence did the first white roses spring 
(For love is sweet and fair in every thing), 
And all the sweeten'd shore, as he did go, 


Was crown'd with odorous roses, white as snow. 
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Love-blest Leander was with love so fill'd, 
That love to all that touch'd him he instill'd; 
And as the colours of all things we see, 

To our sight's powers communicated be, 

So to all objects that in compass came 

Of any sense he had, his senses' flame 

Flow'd from his parts with force so virtual, 

It fir'd with sense things mere insensual. 
Now, with warm baths and odours comforted, 
When he lay down, he kindly kiss'd his bed, 
As consecrating it to Hero's right, 

And vow'd thererafter, that whatever sight 
Put him in mind of Hero or her bliss, 

Should be her altar to prefer a kiss. 

Then laid he forth his late-enriched arms, 

In whose white circle Love writ all his charms, 
And made his characters sweet Hero's limbs, 
When on his breast's warm sea she sideling swims; 
And as those arms, held up in circle, met, 

He said, "See, sister, Hero's carquenet! 
Which she had rather wear about her neck, 
Than all the jewels that do Juno deck." 

But, as he shook with passionate desire 

To put in flame his other secret fire, 

A music so divine did pierce his ear, 


As never yet his ravish'd sense did hear; 
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When suddenly a light of twenty hues 

Brake through the roof, and, like the rainbow, views 
Amaz'd Leander: in whose beams came down 
The goddess Ceremony, with a crown 

Of all the stars; and Heaven with her descended: 
Her flaming hair to her bright feet extended, 

By which hung all the bench of deities; 

And in a chain, compact of ears and eyes, 

She led Religion: all her body was 

Clear and transparent as the purest glass, 

For she was all presented to the sense: 
Devotion, Order, State, and Reverence, 

Her shadows were; Society, Memory; 

All which her sight made live, her absence die. 
A rich disparent pentacle she wears, 

Drawn full of circles and strange characters. 
Her face was changeable to every eye; 

One way look'd ill, another graciously; 

Which while men view'd, they cheerful were and holy, 
But looking off, vicious and melancholy. 

The snaky paths to each observed law 

Did Policy in her broad bosom draw. 

One hand a mathematic crystal sways, 

Which, gathering in one line a thousand rays 
From her bright eyes, Confusion burns to death, 


And all estates of men distinguisheth: 
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By it Morality and Comeliness 

Themselves in all their sightly figures dress. 

Her other hand a laurel rod applies, 

To beat back Barbarism and Avarice, 

That follow'd, eating earth and excrement 

And human limbs; and would make proud ascent 

To seats of gods, were Ceremony slain. 

The Hours and Graces bore her glorious train; 

And all the sweets of our society 

Were spher'd and treasur'd in her bounteous eye. 

Thus she appear'd, and sharply did reprove 

Leander's bluntness in his violent love; 

Told him how poor was substance without rites, 

Like bills unsign'd; desires without delights; 

Like meats unseason'd; like rank corn that grows 

On cottages, that none or reaps or sows; 

Not being with civil forms confirm'd and bounded, 

For human dignities and comforts founded; 

But loose and secret all their glories hide; 

Fear fills the chamber, Darkness decks the bride. 
She vanish'd, leaving pierc'd Leander's heart 

With sense of his unceremonious part, 

In which, with plain neglect of nuptial rites, 

He close and flatly fell to his delights: 

And instantly he vow'd to celebrate 


All rites pertaining to his married state. 
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So up he gets, and to his father goes, 

To whose glad ears he doth his vows disclose. 
The nuptials are resolv'd with utmost power; 
And he at night would swim to Hero's tower, 
From whence he meant to Sestos' forked bay 
To bring her covertly, where ships must stay, 
Sent by his father, throughly rigg'd and mann'd, 
To waft her safely to Abydos' strand. 

There leave we him; and with fresh wing pursue 
Astonish'd Hero, whose most wished view 

I thus long have forborne, because I left her 

So out of countenance, and her spirits bereft her: 
To look of one abashed is impudence, 

When of slight faults he hath too deep a sense. 
Her blushing het her chamber: she look'd out, 
And all the air she purpled round about; 

And after it a foul black day befell, 

Which ever since a red morn doth foretell, 

And still renews our woes for Hero's woe; 

And foul it prov'd, because it figur'd so 

The next night's horror; which prepare to hear; 
I fail, if it profane your daintiest ear. 

Then, ho, most strangely-intellectual fire, 

That, proper to my soul, hast power t'inspire 
Her burning faculties, and with the wings 


Of thy unsphered flame visit'st the springs 
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Of spirits immortal! Now (as swift as Time 
Doth follow Motion) find th' eternal clime 

Of his free soul, whose living subject stood 
Up to the chin in the Pierian flood, 

And drunk to me half this Musaean story, 
Inscribing it to deathless memory: 

Confer with it, and make my pledge as deep, 
That neither's draught be consecrate to sleep; 
Tell it how much his late desires I tender 

(If yet it know not), and to light surrender 
My soul's dark offspring, willing 1t should die 
To loves, to passions, and society. 

Sweet Hero, left upon her bed alone, 

Her maidenhead, her vows, Leander gone, 
And nothing with her but a violent crew 

Of new-come thoughts, that yet she never knew, 
Even to herself a stranger, was much like 

Th' Iberian city that War's hand did strike 

By English force in princely Essex' guide, 
When Peace assur'd her towers had fortified, 
And golden-finger'd India had bestow'd 

Such wealth on her, that strength and empire flow'd 
Into her turrets, and her virgin waist 

The wealthy girdle of the sea embrac'd; 

Till our Leander, that made Mars his Cupid, 


For soft love suits with iron thunders chid; 
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Swum to her town, dissolv'd her virgin zone; 

Led in his power, and made Confusion 

Run through her streets amaz'd, that she suppos'd 
She had not been in her own walls enclosed, 

But rapt by wonder to some foreign state, 

Seeing all her issue so disconsolate, 

And all her peaceful mansions possess'd 

With war's just spoil, and many a foreign guest 
From every corner driving an enjoyer, 

Supplying it with power of a destroyer. 

So far'd fair Hero in th' expugned fort 

Of her chaste bosom; and of every sort 

Strange thoughts possess'd her, ransacking her breast 
For that that was not there, her wonted rest. 

She was a mother straight, and bore with pain 
Thoughts that spake straight, and wish'd their mother slain; 
She hates their lives, and they their own and hers: 
Such strife still grows where sin the race prefers: 
Love is a golden bubble, full of dreams, 

That waking breaks, and fills us with extremes. 
She mus'd how she could look upon her sire, 

And not show that without, that was intire; 

For as a glass is an inanimate eye, 

And outward forms embraceth inwardly, 

So 1s the eye an animate glass, that shows 


In forms without us; and as Phoebus throws 
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His beams abroad, though he in clouds be clos'd, 
Still glancing by them till he find oppos'd 

A loose and rorid vapour that is fit 

T' event his searching beams, and useth it 

To form a tender twenty-colour'd eye, 

Cast in a circle round about the sky; 

So when our fiery soul, our body's star, 

(That ever is in motion circular,) 

Conceives a form, in seeking to display it 
Through all our cloudy parts, it doth convey it 
Forth at the eye, as the most pregnant place, 

And that reflects it round about the face. 

And this event, uncourtly Hero thought, 

Her inward guilt would in her looks have wrought; 
For yet the world's stale cunning she resisted, 

To bear foul thoughts, yet forge what looks she listed, 
And held it for a very silly sleight, 

To make a perfect metal counterfeit. 

Glad to disclaim herself, proud of an art 

That makes the face a pandar to the heart. 

Those be the painted moons, whose lights profane 
Beauty's true heaven, at full still in their wane; 
Those be the lapwing faces that still cry, 

"Here 'tis!" when that they vow is nothing nigh: 
Base fools! when every moorish fool can teach 


That which men think the height of human reach. 
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But custom, that the apoplexy is 

Of bed-rid nature and lives led amiss, 

And takes away all feeling of offence, 

Yet braz'd not Hero's brow with impudence; 
And this she thought most hard to bring to pass, 
To seem in countenance other than she was, 

As 1f she had two souls, one for the face, 

One for the heart, and that they shifted place 
As either list to utter or conceal 

What they conceiv'd, or as one soul did deal 
With both affairs at once, keeps and ejects 
Both at an instant contrary effects; 

Retention and ejection in her powers 

Being acts alike; for this one vice of ours, 

That forms the thought, and sways the countenance, 
Rules both our motion and our utterance. 

These and more grave conceits toil'd Hero's spirits; 
For, though the light of her discoursive wits 
Perhaps might find some little hole to pass 
Through all these worldly cinctures, yet, alas! 
There was a heavenly flame encompass'd her,-- 
Her goddess, in whose fane she did prefer 

Her virgin vows, from whose impulsive sight 
She knew the black shield of the darkest night 
Could not defend her, nor wit's subtlest art: 


This was the point pierc'd Hero to the heart; 
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Who, heavy to the death, with a deep sigh, 

And hand that languish'd, took a robe was nigh, 
Exceeding large, and of black cypress made, 

In which she sate, hid from the day in shade, 

Even over head and face, down to her feet; 

Her left hand made it at her bosom meet, 

Her right hand lean'd on her heart-bowing knee, 
Wrapp'd in unshapeful folds, 'twas death to see; 
Her knee stay'd that, and that her falling face; 
Each limb help'd other to put on disgrace: 

No form was seen, where form held all her sight; 
But, like an embryon that saw never light, 

Or like a scorched statue made a coal 

With three-wing'd lightning, or a wretched soul 
Muffled with endless darkness, she did sit: 

The night had never such a heavy spirit. 

Yet might a penetrating eye well see 

How fast her clear tears melted on her knee 
Through her black veil, and turn'd as black as it, 
Mourning to be her tears. Then wrought her wit 
With her broke vow, her goddess' wrath, her fame,-- 
All tools that enginous despair could frame: 
Which made her strew the floor with her torn hair, 
And spread her mantle piece-meal in the air. 

Like Jove's son's club, strong passion struck her down 


And with a piteous shriek enforc'd her swoun: 
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Her shriek made with another shriek ascend 

The frighted matron that on her did tend; 

And as with her own cry her sense was slain, 

So with the other it was call'd again. 

She rose, and to her bed made forced way, 

And laid her down even where Leander lay; 
And all this while the red sea of her blood 

Ebb'd with Leander: but now turn'd the flood, 
And all her fleet of spirits came swelling in, 
With child of sail, and did hot fight begin 

With those severe conceits she too much mark'd: 
And here Leander's beauties were embark'd. 

He came in swimming, painted all with joys, 
Such as might sweeten hell: his thought destroys 
All her destroying thoughts; she thought she felt 
His heart in hers, with her contentions melt, 

And chide her soul that 1t could so much err, 

To check the true joys he deserv'd in her. 

Her fresh heat-blood cast figures in her eyes, 
And she suppos'd she saw in Neptune's skies 
How her star wander'd, wash'd in smarting brine, 
For her love's sake, that with immortal wine 
Should be embath'd, and swim in more heart's-ease 
Than there was water in the Sestian seas. 

Then said her Cupid-prompted spirit: "Shall I 


Sing moans to such delightsome harmony? 
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Shall slick-tongu'd Fame, patch'd up with voices rude, 
The drunken bastard of the multitude, 

(Begot when father Judgment is away, 

And, gossip-like, says because others say, 

Takes news as if it were too hot to eat, 

And spits it slavering forth for dog-fees meat,) 
Make me, for forging a fantastic vow, 

Presume to bear what makes grave matrons bow? 
Good vows are never broken with good deeds, 
For then good deeds were bad: vows are but seeds, 
And good deeds fruits; even those good deeds that grow 
From other stocks than from th' observed vow. 
That is a good deed that prevents a bad; 

Had I not yielded, slain myself I had. 

Hero Leander is, Leander Hero; 

Such virtue love hath to make one of two. 

If, then, Leander did my maidenhead git, 

Leander being myself, I still retain 1t: 

We break chaste vows when we live loosely ever, 
But bound as we are, we live loosely never: 

Two constant lovers being join'd in one, 

Yielding to one another, yield to none. 

We know not how to vow till love unblind us, 
And vows made ignorantly nerver bind us. 

Too true it 1s, that, when 'tis gone, men hate 


The joys as vain they took in love's estate: 
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But that's since they have lost the heavenly light 
Should show them way to judge of all things right. 
When life is gone, death must implant his terror: 
As death is foe to life, so love to error. 

Before we love, how range we through this sphere, 
Searching the sundry fancies hunted here! 

Now with desire of wealth transported quite 
Beyond our free humanity's delight; 

Now with ambition climbing falling towers, 
Whose hope to scale, our fear to fall devours; 
Now rapt with pastimes, pomp, all joys impure: 

In things without us no delight is sure. 

But love, with all joys crown'd, within doth sit: 

O goddess, pity love, and pardon it!" 

Thus spake she weeping: but her goddess' ear 
Burn'd with too stern a heat, and would not hear. 
Ay me! hath heaven's strait fingers no more graces 
For such as Hero than for homeliest faces? 

Yet she hop'd well, and in her sweet conceit 
Weighing her arguments, she thought them weight, 
And that the logic of Leander's beauty, 

And them together, would bring proofs of duty; 
And if her soul, that was a skillful glance 

Of heaven's great essence, found such imperance 
In her love's beauties, she had confidence 


Jove lov'd him too, and pardon'd her offence: 
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Beauty in heaven and earth this grace doth win, 
It supples rigour, and it lessens sin. 

Thus, her sharp wit, her love, her secrecy, 
Trooping together, made her wonder why 

She should not leave her bed, and to the temple; 
Her health said she must live; her sex, dissemble. 
She view'd Leander's place, and wish'd he were 
Turn'd to his place, so his place were Leander. 
"Ay me," said she, "that love's sweet life and sense 
Should do it harm! my love had not gone hence, 
Had he been like his place: O blessed place, 
Image of constancy! Thus my love's grace 

Parts nowhere, but it leaves something behind 
Worth observation: he renowns his kind: 

His motion is, like heaven's, orbicular, 

For where he once is, he is ever there. 

This place was mine; Leander, now 'tis thine, 
Thou being myself, then it is double mine, 
Mine, and Leander's mine, Leander's mine. 

O, see what wealth it yields me, nay, yields him! 
For I am in it, he for me doth swim. 

Rich, fruitful love, that, doubling self estates, 
Elixir-like contracts, though separates! 

Dear place, I kiss thee, and do welcome thee, 


As from Leander ever sent to me." 
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The Fourth Sestiad 


The Argument of the Fourth Sestiad 


Hero, in sacred habit deckt, 

Doth private sacrifice effect. 

Her scarf's description, wrought by Fate; 
Ostents that threaten her estate; 

The strange, yet physical, events, 
Leander's counterfeit presents. 

In thunder Cyprides descends, 
Presaging both the lovers' ends: 
Ecte, the goddess of remorse, 

With vocal and articulate force 
Inspires Leucote, Venus' swan, 

T' excuse the beauteous Sestian. 
Venus, to wreak her rites' abuses, 
Creates the monster Eronusis, 
Inflaming Hero's sacrifice 

With lightning darted from her eyes; 
And thereof springs the painted beast 


That ever since taints every breast. 


Now from Leander's place she rose, and found 
Her hair and rent robe scatter'd on the ground; 


Which taking up, she every piece did lay 
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Upon an altar, where in youth of day 

She us'd t' exhibit private sacrifice: 

Those would she offer to the deities 

Of her fair goddess and her powerful son, 

As relics of her late-felt passion; 

And in that holy sort she vow'd to end them, 

In hope her violent fancies, that did rend them, 
Would as quite fade in her love's holy fire, 

As they should in the flames she meant t' inspire. 
Then she put on all her religious weeds, 

That deck'd her in her secret sacred deeds; 

A crown of icicles, that sun nor fire 

Could ever melt, and figur'd chaste desire; 

A golden star shin'd in her naked breast, 

In honour of the queen-light of the east. 

In her right hand she held a silver wand, 

On whose bright top Peristera did stand, 

Who was a nymph, but now transform'd a dove, 
And in her life was dear in Venus' love; 

And for her sake she ever since that time 
Choos'd doves to draw her coach through heaven's blue clime. 
Her plenteous hair in curled billows swims 

On her bright shoulder: her harmonious limbs 
Sustain'd no more but a most subtile veil, 

That hung on them, as 1t durst not assail 


Their different concord; for the weakest air 
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Could raise it swelling from her beauties fair; 
Nor did it cover, but adumbrate only 

Her most heart-piercing parts, that a blest eye 
Might see, as it did shadow, fearfully, 

All that all-love-deserving paradise: 


It was as blue as the most freezing skies; 


Near the sea's hue, for thence her goddess came: 


On it a scarf she wore of wondrous frame; 

In midst whereof she wrought a virgin's face, 
From whose each cheek a fiery blush did chase 
Two crimson flames, that did two ways extend, 
Spreading the ample scarf to either end; 

Which figur'd the division of her mind, 

Whiles yet she rested bashfully inclined, 

And stood not resolute to wed Leander; 

This serv'd her white neck for a purple sphere, 


And cast itself at full breadth down her back: 


There, since the first breath that begun the wrack 


Of her free quiet from Leander's lips, 

She wrought a sea, in one flame, full of ships; 
But that one ship where all her wealth did pass, 
Like simple merchants' goods, Leander was; 
For in that sea she naked figur'd him; 

Her diving needle taught him how to swim, 
And to each thread did such resemblance give, 


For joy to be so like him it did live: 
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Things senseless live by art, and rational die 
By rude contempt of art and industry. 
Scarce could she work, but, in her strength of thought, 
She fear'd she prick'd Leander as she wrought, 
And oft would shriek so, that her guardian, frighted, 
Would staring haste, as with some mischief cited: 
They double life that dead things' grief sustain; 
They kill that feel not their friends' living pain. 
Sometimes she fear'd he sought her infamy; 
And then, as she was working of his eye, 
She thought to prick it out to quench her ill; 
But, as she prick'd, it grew more perfect still: 
Trifling attempts no serious acts advance; 
The fire of love is blown by dalliance. 
In working his fair neck she did so grace it, 
She still was working her own arms t' embrace it. 
That, and his shoulders, and his hands were seen 
Above the stream; and with a pure sea-green 
She did so quaintly shadow every limb, 
All might be seen beneath the waves to swim. 

In this conceited scarf she wrought beside 
A moon in change, and shooting stars did glide 
In number after her with bloody beams; 
Which figur'd her affects in their extremes, 
Pursuing nature in her Cynthian body, 


And did her thoughts running on change imply; 
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For maids take more delight, when they prepare, 


And think of wives' states, than when wives they are. 


Beneath all these she wrought a fisherman, 
Drawing his nets from forth the ocean; 

Who drew so hard, ye might discover well 
The toughen'd sinews in his neck did swell: 
His inward strains drave out his blood-shot eyes 
And springs of sweat did in his forehead rise; 
Yet was of naught but of a serpent sped, 

That in his bosom flew and stung him dead: 
And this by Fate into her mind was sent, 

Not wrought by mere instinct of her intent. 

At the scarf's other end her hand did frame, 
Near the fork'd point of the divided flame, 

A country virgin keeping of a vine, 

Who did of hollow bulrushes combine 

Snares for the stubble-loving grasshopper, 
And by her lay her scrip that nourish'd her. 
Within a myrtle shade she sate and sung; 

And tufts of waving reeds about her sprung 
Where lurk'd two foxes, that, while she applied 
Her trifling snares, their thieveries did divide, 
One to the vine, another to her scrip, 

That she did negligently overslip; 

By which her fruitful vine and wholesome fare 


She suffer'd spoil'd, to make a childish snare. 
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These ominous fancies did her soul express, 
And every finger made a prophetess, 
To show what death was hid in love's disguise, 
And make her judgment conquer Destinies. 
O, what sweet forms fair ladies' souls do shroud, 
Were they made seen and forced through their blood; 
If through their beauties, like rich work through lawn, 
They would set forth their minds with virtues drawn, 
In letting graces from their fingers fly, 
To still their eyas thoughts with industry: 
That their plied wits in number'd silks might sing 
Passion's huge conquest, and their needles leading 
Affection prisoner through their own-built cities, 
Pinion'd with stories and Arachnean ditties. 

Proceed we now with Hero's sacrifice: 
She odours burn'd, and from their smoke did rise 
Unsavoury fumes, that air with plagues inspir'd; 
And then the consecrated sticks she fir'd, 
On whose pale frame an angry spirit flew, 
And beat it down still as it upward grew; 
The virgin tapers that on th' altar stood, 
When she inflam'd them, burn'd as red as blood: 
All sad ostents of that too near success, 
That made such moving beauties motionless. 
Then Hero wept; but her affrighted eyes 


She quickly wrested from the sacrifice, 
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Shut them, and inwards for Leander look'd. 
Search'd her soft bosom, and from thence she pluck'd 
His lovely picture: which when she had view'd, 
Her beauties were with all love's joys renew'd; 
The odours sweeten'd, and the fires burn'd clear, 
Leander's form left no 1ll object there: 

Such was his beauty, that the force of light, 
Whose knowledge teacheth wonders infinite, 
The strength of number and proportion, 

Nature had plac'd in it to make it known, 

Art was her daughter, and what human wits 

For study lost, entomb'd in drossy spirits. 

After this accident, (which for her glory 

Hero could not but make a history, ) 

Th' inhabitants of Sestos and Abydos 

Did every year, with feasts propitious, 

To fair Leander's picture sacrifice: 

And they were persons of special price 

That were allow'd it, as an ornament 

T' enrich their houses, for the continent 

Of the strange virtues all approv'd it held; 

For even the very look of it repell'd 

All blastings, witchcrafts, and the strifes of nature 
In those diseases that no herbs could cure: 

The wolfy sting of avarice it would pull, 


And make the rankest miser bountiful; 
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It kill'd the fear of thunder and of death; 

The discords that conceit engendereth 

"Twixt man and wife, it for the time would cease; 
The flames of love it quench'd, and would increase; 
Held in a prince's hand, it would put out 

The dreadful'st comet; it would ease all doubt 

Of threatened mischiefs; it would bring asleep 
Such as were mad; it would enforce to weep 

Most barbarous eyes; and many more effects 

This picture wrought, and sprung Leandrian sects; 
Of which was Hero first; for he whose form, 

Held in her hand, clear'd such a fatal storm, 

From hell she thought his person would defend her, 
Which night and Hellespont would quickly send her. 
With this confirm'd, she vow'd to banish quite 

All thought of any check to her delight; 

And, in contempt of silly bashfulness, 

She would the faith of her desires profess, 

Where her religion should be policy, 

To follow love with zeal her piety; 

Her chamber her cathedral-church should be, 

And her Leander her chief diety; 

For in her love these did the gods forego; 

And though her knowledge did not teach her so, 
Yet did it teach her this, that what her heart 

Did greatest hold in her self-greatest part, 
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That she did make her god; and 'twas less naught 
To leave gods in profession and in thought, 
Than in her love and life; for therein lies 

Most of her duties and their dignities; 

And, rail the brain-bald world at what it will, 
That's the grand atheism that reigns in 1t still. 
Yet singularity she would use no more, 

For she was singular too much before; 

But she would please the world with fair pretext; 
Love would not leave her conscience perplext: 
Great men that will have less do for them, still 
Must bear them out, though th' acts be ne'er so ill; 
Meanness must pander be to Excellence; 
Pleasure atones Falsehood and Conscience: 
Dissembling was the worst, thought Hero then, 
And that was best, now she must live with men. 
O virtuous love, that taught her to do best 

When she did worst, and when she thought it least! 
Thus would she still proceed in works divine, 
And in her sacred state of priesthood shine, 
Handling the holy rites with hands as bold, 

As 1f therein she did Jove's thunder hold, 

And need not fear those menaces of error, 
Which she at others threw with greatest terror. 

O lovely Hero, nothing is thy sin, 


Weigh'd with those foul faults other priests are in! 
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That having neither faiths, nor works, nor beauties, 
T' engender any 'scuse for slubber'd duties, 
With as much countenance fill their holy chairs, 
And sweat denouncements 'gainst profane affairs, 
As 1f their lives were cut out by their places, 
And they the only fathers of the graces. 

Now, as with settled mind she did repair 
Her thoughts to sacrifice her ravish'd hair 
And her torn robe, which on the altar lay, 
And only for religion's fire did stay, 
She heard a thunder by the Cyclops beaten, 
In such a volley as the world did threaten, 
Given Venus as she parted th' airy sphere, 
Descending now to chide with Hero here: 
When suddenly the goddess' waggoners, 
The swans and turtles that, in coupled pheres, 
Through all worlds' bosoms draw her influence, 
Lighted in Hero's window, and from thence 
To her fair shoulders flew the gentle doves,-- 
Graceful AEdone that sweet pleasure loves, 
And ruff-foot Chreste with the tufted crown; 
Both which did kiss her, though their goddess frown. 
The swans did in the solid flood, her glass, 
Proin their fair plumes; of which the fairest was 
Jove-lov'd Leucote, that pure brightness 1s; 


The other bounty-loving Dapsilis, 
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All were in heaven, now they with Hero were: 
But Venus' looks brought wrath, and urged fear. 
Her robe was scarlet; black her head's attire; 
And through her naked breast shin'd streams of fire, 
As when the rarified air is driven 
In flashing streams, and opes the darken'd heaven. 
In her white hand a wreath of yew she bore; 
And, breaking th' icy wreath sweet Hero wore, 
She forc'd about her brows her wreath of yew, 
And said, "Now, minion, to thy fate be true, 
Though not to me; endure what this portends: 
Begin where lightness will, in shame it ends. 
Love makes thee cunning; thou art current now, 
By being counterfeit: thy broken vow 
Deceit with her pied garters must rejoin, 
And with her stamp thou countenances must coin; 
Coyness, and pure deceits, for purities, 
And still a maid wilt seem in cozen'd eyes, 
And have an antic face to laugh within, 
While thy smooth looks make men digest thy sin, 
But since thy lips (least thought forsworn) forswore, 
Be never virgin's vow worth trusting more!" 

When Beauty's dearest did her goddess hear 
Breathe such rebukes 'gainst that she could not clear, 
Dumb sorrow spake aloud in tears and blood, 


That from her grief-burst veins, in piteous flood, 
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From the sweet conduits of her favour fell. 

The gentle turtles did with moans make swell 
Their shining gorges; the white black-ey'd swans 
Did sing as woful epicedians. 

As they would straightways die: when Pity's queen, 
The goddess Ecte, that had ever been 

Hid in a watery cloud near Hero's cries, 

Since the first instant of her broken eyes, 

Gave bright Leucote voice, and made her speak, 
To ease her anguish, whose swoln breast did break 
With anger at her goddess, that did touch 

Hero so near for that she us'd so much; 

Ang, thrusting her white neck at Venus, said: 
"Why may not amorous Hero seem a maid, 
Though she be none, as well as you suppress 

In modest cheeks your inward wantonness? 

How often have we drawn you from above, 

T' exchange with mortals rites for rites in love! 
Why in your priest, then, call you that offence, 
That shines in you, and is your influence?" 

With this, the Furies stopp'd Leucote's lips, 
Enjoin'd by Venus; who with rosy whips 

Beat the kind bird. Fierce lightning from her eyes 
Did set on fire fair Hero's sacrifice, 

Which was her torn robe and enforced hair; 


And the bright flame became a maid most fair 
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For her aspect: her tresses were of wire, 

Knit like a net, where hearts, set all on fire, 
Struggled in pants, and could not get releast; 
Her arms were all with golden pincers drest, 
And twenty-fashion'd knots, pulleys, and brakes, 
And all her body girt with painted snakes; 

Her down-parts in a scorpion's tail combin'd, 
Freckled with twenty colours; pied wings shin'd 
Out of her shoulders; cloth had never dye, 

Nor sweeter colours never viewed eye, 

In scorching Turkey, Cares, Tartary, 

Than shin'd about this spirit notorious; 

Nor was Arachne's web so glorious. 

Of lightning, and of shreds she was begot; 

More hold in base dissemblers is there not. 

Her name was Eronusis. Venus flew 

From Hero's sight, and at her chariot drew 

This wondrous creature to so steep a height, 
That all the world she might command with sleight 
Of her gay wings; and then she bade her haste, -- 
Since Hero had dissembled, and disgrac'd 

Her rites so much,--and every breast infect 
With her deceits: she made her architect 

Of all dissimulation; and since then 

Never was any trust in maids or men. 


O, it spited 
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Fair Venus' heart to see her most delighted, 
And one she choos'd, for temper of her mind, 
To be the only ruler of her kind, 

So soon to let her virgin race be ended! 

Not simply for the fault a whit offended, 

But that in strife for chasteness with the Moon, 
Spiteful Diana bade her show but one 

That was her servant vow'd, and liv'd a maid; 
And, now she thought to answer that upbraid, 
Hero had lost her answer: who knows not 
Venus would seem as far from any spot 

Of light demeanour, as the very skin 

"Twixt Cynthia's brows? sin is asham'd of sin. 
Up Venus flew, and scarce durst up for fear 

Of Phoebe's laughter, when she pass'd her sphere: 
And so most ugly-clouded was the light, 

That day was hid in day; night came ere night; 
And Venus could not through the thick air pierce, 
Till the day's king, god of undaunted verse, 
Because she was so plentiful a theme 

To such as wore his laurel anademe, 

Like to a fiery bullet made descent, 

And from her passage those fat vapours rent, 
That, being not thoroughly rarified to rain, 
Melted like pitch, as blue as any vein; 

And scalding tempests made the earth to shrink 
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Under their fervour, and the world did think 

In every drop a torturing spirit flew, 

It pierc'd so deeply, and it burn'd so blue. 
Betwixt all this and Hero, Hero held 

Leander's picture, as a Persian shield; 

And she was free from fear of worst success: 

The more ill threats us, we suspect the less: 

As we grow hapless, violence subtle grows, 


Dumb, deaf, and blind, and comes when no man knows. 


The Fifth Sestiad 


The Arument of the Fifth Sestiad 


Day doubles her accustomed date, 

As loath the Night, incens'd by Fate, 
Should wreck our lovers. Hero's plight; 
Longs for Leander and the night: 
Which ere her thirsty wish recovers, 
She sends for two betrothed lovers, 
And marries tham, that, with their crew, 
Their sports, and ceremonies due, 

She covertly might celebrate, 

With secret joy, her own estate. 

She makes a feast, at which appears 


The wild nymph Teras, that still bears 
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An ivory lute, tells ominous tales, 


And sings at solemn festivals. 


Now was bright Hero weary of the day, 

Thought an Olympiad in Leander's stay. 

Sol and the soft-foot Hours hung on his arms, 
And would not let him swim, forseeing his harms: 
That day Aurora double grace obtain'd, 

Of her love Phoebus; she his horses reign'd, 

Set on his golden knee, and, as she list, 

She pull'd him back; and, as she pull'd, she kiss'd, 
To have him turn to bed: he lov'd her more, 

To see the love Leander Hero bore: 

Examples profit much; ten times in one, 

In persons full of note, good deeds are done. 

Day was so long, men walking fell asleep; 

The heavy humours that their eyes did steep 
Made them fear mischiefs. The hard streets were beds 
For covetous churls and for ambitious heads, 
That, spite of Nature, would their business ply: 
All thought they had the falling epilepsy, 

Men grovell'd so upon the smother'd ground; 
And pity did the heart of Heaven confound. 

The Gods, the Graces, and the Muses came 
Down to the Destinies, to stay the frame 


Of the true lovers' deaths, and all world's tears: 
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But Death before had stopp'd their cruel ears. 
All the celestials parted mourning then, 

Pierc'd with our human miseries more than men: 
Ah, nothing doth the world with mischief fill, 
But want of feeling one another's 111! 

With their descent the day grew something fair, 
And cast a brighter robe upon the air. 

Hero, to shorten time with merriment, 

For young Alcmane and bright Mya sent, 

Two lovers that had long crav'd marriage-dues 
At Hero's hands: but she did still refuse; 

For lovely Mya was her consort vow'd 

In her maid state, and therefore not allow'd 

To amorous nuptials: yet fair Hero now 
Intended to dispense with her cold vow, 

Since hers was broken, and to marry her: 

The rites would pleasing matter minister 

To her conceits, and shorten tedious day. 

They came; sweet Music usher'd th' odorous way, 
And wanton Air in twenty sweet forms danc'd 
After her fingers; Beauty and Love advanc'd 
Their ensigns in the downless rosy faces 

Of youths and maids, led after by the Graces. 
For all these Hero made a friendly feast, 
Welcom'd them kindly, did much love protest, 


Winning their hearts with all the means she might, 
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That, when her fault should chance t' abide the light, 
Their loves might cover or extenuate it, 

And high in her worst fate make pity sit. 

She married them; and in the banquet came, 
Borne by the virgins. Hero striv'd to frame 

Her thoughts to mirth: ay me! but hard it is 

To imitate a false and forced bliss; 

Il] may a sad mind forge a merry face, 

Nor hath constrained laughter any grace. 

Then laid she wines on cares to make them sink: 
Who fears the threats of Fortune, let him drink. 
To these quick nuptials enter'd suddenly 
Admired Teras with the ebon thigh; 

A nymph that haunted the green Sestian groves, 
And would consort soft virgins in their loves, 
At gaysome triumphs and on solemn days, 
Singing prophetic elegies and lays, 

And fingering of a silver lute she tied 

With black and purple scarfs by her left side. 
Apollo gave it, and her skill withal, 

And she was term'd his dwarf, she was so small: 
Yet great in virtue, for his beams enclos'd 

His virtues in her; never was propos'd 

Riddle to her, or augury, strange or new, 

But she resolv'd it; never slight tale flew 


From her charm'd lips without important sense, 
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Shown in some grave succeeding consequence. 
This little sylvan, with her songs and tales, 

Gave such estate to feasts and nuptials, 

That though ofttimes she forewent tragedies, 

Yet for her strangeness still she pleas'd their eyes; 
And for her smallness they admir'd her so, 

They thought her perfect born, and could not grow. 
All eyes were on her. Hero did command 

An altar deck'd with sacred state should stand 

At the feast's upper end, close by the bride, 

On which the pretty nymph might sit espied. 
Then all were silent; every one so hears, 

As all their senses climb'd into their ears: 

And first this amorous tale, that fitted well 


Fair Hero and the nuptials, she did tell. 


The Tale of Teras 


Hymen, that now is god of nuptial rites, 

And crowns with honour Love and his delights, 
Of Athens was a youth, so sweet a face, 

That many thought him of the female race; 

Such quickening brightness did his clear eyes dart, 
Warm went their beams to his beholder's heart, 

In such pure leagues his beauties were combin'd, 


That there your nuptial contracts first were sign'd; 
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For as proportion, white and crimson, meet 

In beauty's mixture, all right clear and sweet, 
The eye responsible, the golden hair, 

And none is held, without the other, fair; 

All spring together, all together fade; 

Such intermix'd affections should invade 

Two perfect lovers; which being yet unseen, 
Their virtues and their comforts copied been 
In beauty's concord, subject to the eye; 

And that, in Hymen, pleas'd so matchlessly, 
That lovers were esteem'd in their full grace, 
Like form and colour mix'd in Hymen's face; 
And such sweet concord was thought worthy then 
Of torches, music, feasts, and greatest men: 

So Hymen look'd, that even the chastest mind 
He mov'd to join in joys of sacred kind; 

For only now his chin's first down consorted 
His head's rich fleece, in golden curls contorted; 
And as he was so lov'd, he lov'd so too: 

So should best beauties, bound by nuptials, do. 
Bright Eucharis, who was by all men said 

The noblest, fairest, and the richest maid 

Of all th' Athenian damsels, Hymen lov'd 
With such transmission, that his heart remov'd 
From his white breast to hers: but her estate, 


In passing his, was so interminate 
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For wealth and honour, that his love durst feed 
On naught but sight and hearing, nor could breed 
Hope of requital, the grand prize of love; 

Nor could he hear or see, but he must prove 

How his rare beauty's music would agree 

With maids in consort; therefore robbed he 

His chin of those same few first fruits 1t bore, 
And, clad in such attire as virgins wore, 

He kept them company; and might right well, 
For he did all but Eucharis excel 

In all the fair of beauty: yet he wanted 

Virtue to make his own desires implanted 

In his dear Eucharis; for women never 

Love beauty in their sex, but envy ever. 

His judgment yet, that durst not suit address, 
Nor, past due means, presume of due success, 
Reason gat Fortune in the end to speed 

To his best prayers: but strange it seem'd, indeed, 
That Fortune should a chaste affection bless: 
Preferment seldom graceth bashfulness. 

Nor grac'd it Hymen yet; but many a dart, 

And many an amorous thought, enthrill'd his heart, 
Ere he obtain'd her; and he sick became, 

Forc'd to abstain her sight; and then the flame 
Rag'd in his bosom. O, what grief did fill him! 
Sight made him sick, and want of sight did kill him. 
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The virgins wonder'd where Diaetia stay'd, 

For so did Hymen term himself, a maid. 

At length with sickly looks he greeted them: 

"Tis strange to see 'gainst what an extreme stream 
A lover strives; poor Hymen look'd so ill, 

That as in merit he increased still 

By suffering much, so he in grace decreas'd: 
Women are most won, when men merit least: 

If Merit look not well, Love bids stand by; 
Love's special lesson is to please the eye. 

And Hymen soon recovering all he lost, 
Deceiving still these maids, but himself most, 
His love and he with many virgin dames, 

Noble by birth, noble by beauty's flames, 
Leaving the town with songs and hallow'd lights, 
To do great Ceres Eleusina rites 

Of zealous sacrifice, were made a prey 

To barbarous rovers, that in ambush lay, 

And with rude hands enforc'd their shining spoil, 
Far from the darken'd city, tir'd with toil: 

And when the yellow issue of the sky 

Came trooping forth, jealous of cruelty 

To their bright fellows of this under-heaven, 
Into a double night they saw them driven,-- 

A horrid cave, the thieves' black mansion; 


Where, weary of the journey they had gone, 
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Their last night's watch, and drunk with their sweet gains, 
Dull Morpheus enter'd, laden with silken chains, 
Stronger than iron, and bound the swelling veins 

And tired senses of these lawless swains. 

But when the virgin lights thus dimly burn'd, 

O, what a hell was heaven in! how they mourn'd, 
And wrung their hands, and wound their gentle forms 
Into the shapes of sorrow! golden storms 

Fell from their eyes; as when the sun appears, 

And yet it rains, so show'd their eyes their tears: 

And, as when funeral dames watch a dead corse, 
Weeping about it, telling with remorse 

What pains he felt, how long in pain he lay, 

How little food he eat, what he would say, 

And then mix mournful tales of others' deaths, 
Smothering themselves in clouds of their own breaths; 
At length, one cheering other, call for wine; 

The golden bowl drinks tears out of their eyne, 

As they drink wine from it; and round it goes, 

Each helping other to relieve their woes; 

So cast these virgins' beauties mutual rays, 

One lights another, face the face displays; 

Lips by reflection kiss'd, and hands hands shook, 
Even by the whiteness each of other took. 

But Hymen now us'd friendly Morpheus' aid, 


Slew every thief, and rescu'd every maid: 
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And now did his enamour'd passion take 

Heart from his hearty deed, whose worth did make 
His hope of bounteous Eucharis more strong; 

And now came Love with Proteus, who had long 
Juggled the little god with prayers and gifts, 

Ran through all shapes, and varied all his shifts, 

To win Love's stay with him, and make him love him; 
And when he saw no strength of sleight could move him 
To make him love or stay, he nimbly turn'd 

Into Love's self, he so extremely burn'd. 

And thus came Love, with Proteus and his power, 

T' encounter Eucharis: first, like the flower 

That Juno's milk did spring, the silver lily, 

He fell on Hymen's hand, who straight did spy 

The bounteous godhead, and with wondrous joy 
Offer'd it Eucharis. She, wondrous coy, 

Drew back her hand: the subtle flower did woo 1t, 
And, drawing it near, mix'd so you could not know it: 
As two clear tapers mix in one their light, 

So did the lily and the hand their white. 

She view'd it; and her view the form bestows 
Amongst her spirits: for, as colour flows 

From superficies of each thing we see, 

Even so with colours forms emitted be; 

And where Love's form is, Love is; Love is form: 


He enter'd at the eye; his sacred storm 
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Rose from the hand, Love's sweetest instrument: 
It stirr'd her blood's sea so, that high it went, 

And beat in bashful waves 'gainst the white shore 
Of her divided cheeks; it rag'd the more, 

Because the tide went 'gainst the haughty wind 
Of her estate and birth: and, as we find, 

In fainting ebbs, the flowery Zephyr hurls 

The green-hair'd Hellespont, broke in silver curls, 
'Gainst Hero's tower; but in his blast's retreat, 
The waves obeying him, they after beat, 

Leaving the chalky shore a great way pale, 

Then moist it freshly with another gale; 

So ebb'd and flow'd in Eucharis's face, 

Coyness and Love striv'd which had greatest grace; 
Virginity did fight on Coyness' side, 

Fear of her parents' frowns, and female pride 
Loathing the lower place, more than it loves 

The high contents desert and virtue moves. 

With Love fought Hymen's beauty and his valure, 
Which scarce could so much favour yet allure 

To come to strike, but fameless idle stood: 

Action is fiery valour's sovereign good. 

But Love, once enter'd, wish'd no greater aid 
Than he could find within; thought thought betray'd; 
The brib'd, but incorrupted, garrison 


Sung "Io Hymen"; there those songs begun, 
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And Love was grown so rich with such a gain, 
And wanton with the ease of his free reign, 
That he would turn into her roughest frowns 
To turn them out; and thus he Hymen crowns 
King of his thoughts, man's greatest empery: 
This was his first brave step to deity. 

Home to the mourning city they repair, 
With news as wholesome as the morning air, 
To the sad parents of each saved maid: 
But Hymen and his Eucharis had laid 
This plat, to make the flame of their delight 
Round as the moon at full, and full as bright. 
Because the parents of chaste Eucharis 
Exceeding Hymen's so, might cross their bliss; 
And as the world rewards deserts, that law 
Cannot assist with force; so when they saw 
Their daughter safe, take vantage of their own, 
Praise Hymen's valour much, nothing bestown; 
Hymen must leave the virgins in a grove 
Far off from Athens, and go first to prove, 
If to restore them all with fame and life, 
He should enjoy his dearest as his wife. 
This told to all the maids, the most agree: 
The riper sort, knowing what 'tis to be 
The first month of a news so far deriv'd, 


And that to hear and bear news brave folks liv'd, 
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As being a carriage special hard to bear 
Occurrents, these occurrents being so dear, 

They did with grace protest, they were content 

T' accost their friends with all their compliment, 
For Hymen's good; but to incur their harm, 

There he must pardon them. This wit went warm 
To Adolesche's brain, a nymph born high, 

Made all of voice and fire, that upwards fly: 

Her heart and all her forces' nether train 

Climb'd to her tongue, and thither fell her brain, 
Since it could go no higher; and it must go; 

All power she had, even her tongue, did so: 

In spirit and quickness she much joy did take, 
And lov'd her tongue, only for quickness' sake; 
And she would haste and tell. The rest all stay: 
Hymen goes one, the nymph another way; 

And what became of her I'll tell at last: 

Yet take her visage now;--moist-lipp'd, long-fac'd, 
Thin like an iron wedge, so sharp and tart, 

As 'twere of purpose made to cleave Love's heart: 
Well were this lovely beauty rid of her. 

And Hymen did at Athens now prefer 

His welcome suit, which he with joy aspir'd: 

A hundred princely youths with him retir'd 

To fetch the nymphs; chariots and music went 


And home they came: heaven with applauses rent. 
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The nuptials straight proceed, whiles all the town, 
Fresh in their joys, might do them most renown. 
First, gold-lock'd Hymen did to church repair, 
Like a quick offering burn'd in flames of hair; 
And after, with a virgin firmament 

The godhead-proving bride attended went 
Before them all: she look'd in her command, 

As if form-giving Cypria's silver hand 

Gripp'd all their beauties, and crushed out one flame; 
She blush'd to see how beauty overcame 

The thoughts of all men. Next, before her went 
Five lovely children, deck'd with ornament 

Of her sweet colours, bearing torches by; 

For light was held a happy augury 

Of generation, whose efficient right 

Is nothing else but to produce to light. 

The odd disparent number they did choose, 

To show the union married loves should use, 
Since in two equal parts it will not sever, 

But the midst holds one to rejoin it ever, 

As common to both parts: men therefore deem 
That equal number gods do not esteem, 

Being authors of sweet peace and unity, 

But pleasing to th' infernal empery, 

Under whose ensigns Wars and Discords fight, 


Since an even number you may disunite 
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In two parts equal, naught in middle left 

To reunite each part from other reft; 

And five they hold in most especial prize, 
Since 'tis the first odd number that doth rise 
From the two foremost numbers' unity, 

That odd and even are; which are two and three; 
For one no number is; but thence doth flow 
The powerful race of number. Next, did go 

A noble matron, that did spinning bear 

A huswife's rock and spindle, and did wear 

A wether's skin, with all the snowy fleece, 

To intimate that even the daintiest piece 

And noblest-born dame should industrious be: 
That which does good disgraceth no degree. 
And now to Juno's temple they are come, 
Where her grave priest stood in the marriage-room: 
On his right arm did hang a scarlet veil, 

And from his shoulders to the ground did trail, 
On either side, ribands of white and blue: 

With the red veil he hid the bashful hue 

Of the chaste bride, to show the modest shame, 
In coupling with a man, should grace a dame. 
Then took he the disparent silks, and tied 

The lovers by the waists, and side by side, 

In token that hereafter they must bind 


In one self-sacred knot each other's mind. 
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Before them on an altar he presented 

Both fire and water, which was first invented, 
Since to ingenerate every human creature 

And every other birth produc'd by Nature, 
Moisture and heat must mix; so man and wife 
For human race must join in nuptial life. 

Then one of Juno's birds, the painted jay, 

He sacrific'd, and took the gall away; 

All which he did behind the altar throw, 

In sign no bitterness of hate should grow, 
"Twixt married loves, nor any least disdain. 
Nothing they spake, for 'twas esteem'd too plain 
For the most silken mildness of a maid, 

To let a public audience hear it said, 

She boldly took the man; and so respected 

Was bashfulness in Athens, it erected 

To chaste Agneia, which is Shamefacedness, 

A sacred temple, holding her a goddess. 

And now to feasts, masks, and triumphant shows, 
The shining troops return'd, even till earth-throes 
Brought forth with joy the thickest part of night, 
When the sweet nuptial song, that us'd to cite 
All to their rest, was by Phemonoee sung, 

First Delphian prophetess, whose graces sprung 
Out of the Muses' well: she sung before 


The bride into her chamber; at which door 
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A matron and a torch-bearer did stand: 

A painted box of confits in her hand 

The matron held, and so did other some 

That compass'd round the honour'd nuptial room. 
The custom was that every maid did wear, 
During her maidenhead, a silken sphere 

About her waist, above her inmost weed, 

Knit with Minerva's knot, and that was freed 

By the fair bridegroom on the marriage-night, 
With many ceremonies of delight: 

And yet eternis'd Hymen's tender bride, 

To suffer it dissolv'd so, sweetly cried. 

The maids that heard, so lov'd and did adore her, 
They wish'd with all their hearts to suffer for her. 
So had the matrons, that with confits stood 
About the chamber, such affectionate blood, 
And so true feeling of her harmless pains, 

That every one a shower of confits rains; 

For which the bride-youths scrambling on the ground, 
In noise of that sweet hail her cries were drown'd. 
And thus blest Hymen joy'd his gracious bride, 
And for his joy was after deified. 

The saffron mirror by which Phoebus' love, 
Green Tellus, decks her, now he held above 

The cloudy mountains: and the noble maid, 


Sharp-visag'd Adolesche, that was stray'd 
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Out of her way, in hasting with her news, 

Not till this hour th' Athenian turrets views; 

And now brought home by guides, she heard by all, 
That her long kept occurrents would be stale, 

And how fair Hymen's honours did excel 

For those rare news which she came short to tell. 
To hear her dear tongue robb'd of such a joy, 

Made the well-spoken nymph take such a toy, 

That down she sunk: when lightning from above 
Shrunk her lean body, and, for mere free love, 
Turn'd her into the pied-plum'd Psittacus, 

That now the Parrot is surnam'd by us, 

Who still with counterfeit confusion prates 

Naught but news common to the common'st mates.-- 
This told, strange Teras touch'd her lute, and sung 


This ditty, that the torchy evening sprung. 


Epithalamion Teratos 


Come, come, dear Night! Love's mart of kisses, 
Sweet close of his ambitious line, 

The fruitful summer of his blisses! 

Love's glory doth in darkness shine. 

O, come, soft rest of cares! come, Night! 

Come, naked Virtue's only tire, 


The reaped harvest of the light, 
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Bound up in sheaves of sacred fire! 
Love calls to war; 
Sighs his alarms, 
Lips his swords are, 


The field his arms. 


Come, Night, and lay thy velvet hand 
On glorious Day's outfacing face; 
And all thy crowned flames command, 


For torches to our nuptial grace! 


Love calls to war; 
Sighs his alarms, 
Lips his swords are, 


The field his arms. 


No need have we of factious Day, 

To cast, in envy of thy peace, 

Her balls of discord in thy way: 

Here Beauty's day doth never cease; 
Day is abstracted here, 

And varied in a triple sphere. 

Hero, Alcmane, Mya, so outshine thee, 


Ere thou come here, let Thetis thrice refine thee. 


Love calls to war; 
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Sighs his alarms, 
Lips his swords are, 


The field his arms. 


The evening star I see: 
Rise, youths! the evening star 
Helps Love to summon war; 


Both now embracing be. 


Rise, youths! Love's rite claims more than banquets; rise! 
Now the bright marigolds, that deck the skies, 

Phoebus' celestial flowers, that, contrary 

To his flowers here, ope when he shuts his eye, 

And shut when he doth open, crown your sports: 

Now Love in Night, and Night in Love exhorts 

Courtship and dances: all your parts employ, 

And suit Night's rich expansure with your joy. 

Love paints his longings in sweet virgins' eyes: 

Rise, youths! Love's rite claims more than banquets; rise! 
Rise, virgins! let fair nuptial loves enfold 

Your fruitless breasts: the maidenheads ye hold 

Are not your own alone, but parted are; 

Part in disposing them your parents share, 

And that a third part is; so must ye save 

Y our loves a third, and you your thirds must have. 


Love paints his longings in sweet virgins' eyes: 
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Rise, youths! Love's rites claim more than banquets; rise! 


Herewith the amorous spirit, that was so kind 
To Teras' hair, and comb'd it down with wind. 
Still as it, comet-like, brake from her brain, 
Would needs have Teras gone, and did refrain 
To blow it down: which, staring up, dismay'd 
The timorous feast; and she no longer stay'd; 
But, bowing to the bridegroom and the bride, 
Did, like a shooting exhalation, glide 

Out of their sights: the turning of her back 
Made them all shriek, it look'd so ghastly black. 
O hapless Hero! that most hapless cloud 

Thy soon-succeeding tragedy foreshow'd. 

Thus all the nuptial crew to joys depart; 

But much-wrung Hero stood Hell's blackest dart: 
Whose wound because I grieve so to display, 


I use digressions thus t'increase the day. 


The Sixth Sestiad 


The Argument of the Sixth Sestiad 


Leucote flies to all the Winds, 


And from the Fates their outrage blinds, 


That Hero and her love may meet. 


Art & Eros Volume Two - Winter 2019 Page 226 


Leander, with Love's complete fleet 
Mann'd in himself, puts forth to seas; 
When straight the ruthless Destinies, 
With Ate, stirs the winds to war 

Upon the Hellespont: their jar 

Drowns poor Leander. Hero's eyes, 

Wet witnesses of his surprise, 

Her torch blown out, grief casts her down 
Upon her love, and both doth drown: 

In whose just ruth the god of seas 


Transforms them to th' Acanthides. 


No longer could the Day nor Destinies 

Delay the Night, who now did frowning rise 
Into her throne; and at her humorous breasts 
Visions and Dreams lay sucking: all men's rests 
Fell like the mists of death upon their eyes, 
Day's too-long darts so kill'd their faculties. 
The Winds yet, like the flowers, to cease began; 
For bright Leucote, Venus' whitest swan, 

That held sweet Hero dear, spread her fair wings, 
Like to a field of snow, and message brings 
From Venus to the Fates, t'entreat them lay 
Their charge upon the Winds their rage to stay, 
That the stern battle of the seas might cease, 


And guard Leander to his love in peace. 
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The Fates consent;--ay me, dissembling Fates! 
They show'd their favours to conceal their hates, 
And draw Leander on, lest seas too high 
Should stay his too obsequious destiny: 
Who like a fleering slavish parasite, 
In warping profit or a traitorous sleight, 
Hoops round his rotten body with devotes, 
And pricks his descant face full of false notes; 
Praising with open throat, and oaths as foul 
As his false heart, the beauty of an owl; 
Kissing his skipping hand with charmed skips, 
That cannot leave, but leaps upon his lips 
Like a cock-sparrow, or shameless quean 
Sharp at a red-lipp'd youth, and naught doth mean 
Of all his antic shows, but doth repair 
More tender fawns, and takes a scatter'd hair 
From his tame subject's shoulder; whips and calls 
For everything he lacks; creeps 'gainst the walls 
With backward humbless, to give needless way: 
Thus his false fate did with Leander play. 

First to black Eurus flies the white Leucote. 
(Born 'mongst the negroes in the Levant sea, 
On whose curl'd head[s] the glowing sun doth rise,) 
And shows the sovereign will of Destinies, 
To have him cease his blasts; and down he lies. 


Next, to the fenny Notus course she holds, 
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And found him leaning, with his arms in folds, 
Upon a rock, his white hair full of showers; 
And him she chargeth by the fatal powers, 

To hold in his wet cheeks his cloudy voice. 

To Zephyr then that doth in flowers rejoice: 

To snake-foot Boreas next she did remove, 

And found him tossing of his ravish'd love, 

To heat his frosty bosom hid in snow; 

Who with Leucote's sight did cease to blow. 
Thus all were still to Hero's heart's desire; 

Who with all speed did consecrate a fire 

Of flaming gums and comfortable spice, 

To light her torch, which in such curious price 
She held, being object to Leander's sight, 

That naught but fires perfum'd must give it light. 
She lov'd it so, she griev'd to see it burn, 

Since it would waste, and soon to ashes turn: 
Yet, if it burn'd not, 'twere not worth her eyes; 
What made it nothing, gave it all the prize. 
Sweet torch, true glass of our society! 

What man does good, but he consumes thereby? 
But thou wert lov'd for good, held high, given show; 
Poor virtue loath'd for good, obscur'd, held low: 
Do good, be pin'd,--be deedless good, disgrac'd; 
Unless we feed on men, we let them fast. 


Yet Hero with these thoughts her torch did spend: 
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When bees make wax, Nature doth not intend 

It should be made a torch; but we, that know 

The proper virtue of it, make it so, 

And, when 'tis made, we light it: nor did Nature 

Propose one life to maids; but each such creature 

Makes by her soul the best of her true state, 

Which without love is rude, disconsolate, 

And wants love's fire to make it mild and bright, 

Till when, maids are but torches wanting light. 

Thus 'gainst our grief, not cause of grief, we fight: 

The right of naught is glean'd, but the delight. 

Up went she: but to tell how she descended, 

Would God she were not dead, or my verse ended! 

She was the rule of wishes, sum, and end, 

For all the parts that did on love depend: 

Yet cast the torch his brightness further forth; 

But what shines nearest best, holds truest worth. 

Leander did not through such tempests swim 

To kiss the torch, although it lighted him: 

But all his powers in her desires awaked, 

Her love and virtues cloth'd him richly naked. 

Men kiss but fire that only shows pursue; 

Her torch and Hero, figure show and virtue. 
Now at oppos'd Abydos naught was heard 

But bleating flocks, and many a bellowing herd, 


Slain for the nuptials; cracks of falling woods; 
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Blows of broad axes; pourings out of floods. 

The guilty Hellespont was mix'd and stain'd 

With bloody torrent that the shambles rain'd; 

Not arguments of feast, but shows that bled, 
Foretelling that red night that followed. 

More blood was spilt, more honours were addrest, 
Than could have graced any happy feast; 

Rich banquets, triumphs, every pomp employs 
His sumptuous hand; no miser's nuptial joys. 

Air felt continual thunder with the noise 

Made in the general marriage-violence; 

And no man knew the cause of this expense, 

But the two hapless lords, Leander's sire, 

And poor Leander, poorest where the fire 

Of credulous love made him most rich surmis 'd: 
As short was he of that himself so priz'd, 

As is an empty gallant full of form, 

That thinks each look an act, each drop a storm, 
That falls from his brave breathings; most brought up 
In our metropolis, and hath his cup 

Brought after him to feasts; and much palm bears 
For his rare judgment in th’ attire he wears; 

Hath seen the hot Low-Countries, not their heat, 
Observe their rampires and their buildings yet; 
And, for your sweet discourse with mouths, is heard 


Giving instructions with his very beard; 
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Hath gone with an ambassador, and been 
A great man's mate in travelling, even to Rhene; 
And then puts all his worth in such a face 
As he saw brave men make, and strives for grace 
To get his news forth: as when you descry 
A ship, with all her sail contends to fly 
Out of the narrow Thames with winds unapt, 
Now crosseth here, then there, then his way rapt, 
And then hath one point reach'd, then alters all, 
And to another crooked reach doth fall 
Of half a bird-bolt's shoot, keeping more coil 
Than if she danc'd upon the ocean's toil; 
So serious 1s his trifling company, 
In all his swelling ship of vacantry, 
And so short of himself in his high thought 
Was our Leander in his fortunes brought, 
And in his fort of love that he thought won; 
But otherwise he scorns comparison. 

O sweet Leander, thy large worth I hide 
In a short grave! ill-favour'd storms must chide 
Thy sacred favour; I in floods of ink 
Must drown thy graces, which white papers drink, 
Even as thy beauties did the foul black seas; 
I must describe the hell of thy decease, 
That heaven did merit: yet I needs must see 


Our painted fools and cockhorse peasantry 
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Still, still usurp, with long lives, loves, and lust, 
The seats of Virtue, cutting short as dust 
Her dear-bought issue: ill to worse converts, 
And tramples in the blood of all deserts. 

Night close and silent now goes fast before 
The captains and the soldiers to the shore, 
On whom attended the appointed fleet 
At Sestos' bay, that should Leander meet, 
Who feign'd he in another ship would pass: 
Which must not be, for no one mean there was 
To get his love home, but the course he took. 
Forth did his beauty for his beauty look, 
And saw her through her torch, as you behold 
Sometimes within the sun a face of gold, 
Form'd in strong thoughts, by that tradition's force 
That says a god sits there and guides his course. 
His sister was with him; to whom he show'd 
His guide by sea, and said, "Oft have you view'd 
In one heaven many stars, but never yet 
In one star many heavens till now were met. 
See, lovely sister! see, now Hero shines, 
No heaven but her appears; each star repines, 
And all are clad in clouds, as if they mourn'd 
To be by influence of earth out-burn'd. 
Yet doth she shine, and teacheth Virtue's train 


Still to be constant in hell's blackest reign, 
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Though even the gods themselves do so entreat them 

As they did hate, and earth as she would eat them.” 
Off went his silken robe, and in he leapt, 

Whom the kind waves so licorously cleapt, 

Thickening for haste, one in another, so, 

To kiss his skin, that he might almost go 

To Hero's tower, had that kind minute lasted. 

But now the cruel Fates with Ate hasted 

To all the Winds, and made them battle fight 

Upon the Hellespont, for either's right 

Pretended to the windy monarchy; 

And forth they brake, the seas mix'd with the sky, 

And toss'd distress'd Leander, being in hell, 

As high as heaven: bliss not in height doth dwell. 

The Destinies sate dancing on the waves, 

To see the glorious Winds with mutual braves 

Consume each other: O, true glass, to see 

How ruinous ambitious statists be 

To their own glories! Poor Leander cried 

For help to sea-born Venus she denied; 

To Boreas, that, for his Atthaea's sake, 

He would some pity on his Hero take, 

And for his own love's sake, on his desires; 

But Glory never blows cold Pity's fires. 

Then call'd he Neptune, who, through all the noise, 


Knew with affright his wreck'd Leander's voice, 
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And up he rose; for haste his forehead hit 

'Gainst heaven's hard crystal; his proud waves he smit 
With his fork'd sceptre, that could not obey; 

Much greater powers than Neptune's gave them sway. 
They lov'd Leander so, in groans they brake 

When they came near him; and such space did take 
"Twixt one another, loath to issue on, 

That in their shallow furrows earth was shown, 
And the poor lover took a little breath: 

But the curst Fates sate spinning of his death 

On every wave, and with the servile Winds 
Tumbled them on him. And now Hero finds, 

By that she felt, her dear Leander's state: 

She wept, and pray'd for him to every Fate; 

And every Wind that whipp'd her with her hair 
About the face, she kiss'd and spake it fair, 

Kneel'd to it, gave it drink out of her eyes 

To quench his thirst: but still their cruelties 

Even her poor torch envi'd, and rudely beat 

The baiting flame from that dear food it eat; 

Dear, for 1t nourish'd her Leander's life; 

Which with her robe she rescu'd from their strife: 
But silk too soft was such hard hearts to break; 
And, she, dear soul, even as her silk, faint, weak, 
Could not preserve it; out, O, out it went! 


Leander still call'd Neptune, that now rent 


Art 8: Eros Volume Two - Winter 2019 Page 235 


His brackish curls, and tore his wrinkled face, 
Where tears in billows did each other chase; 

And, burst with ruth, he hurl'd his marble mace 

At the stern Fates; it wounded Lachesis 

That drew Leander's thread, and could not miss 
The thread itself, as it her hand did hit, 

But smote it full, and quite did sunder it. 

The more kind Neptune rag'd, the more he raz'd 
His love's life fort, and kill'd as he embrac'd: 
Anger doth still his own mishap increase; 

If any comfort live, 1t is in peace. 

O thievish Fates, to let blood, flesh, and sense, 
Build two fair temples for their excellence, 

To rob it with a poison'd influence! 

Though souls' gifts starve, the bodies are held dear 
In ugliest things; sense-sport preserves a bear: 

But here naught serves our turns: O heaven and earth, 
How most-most wretched is our human birth! 

And now did all the tyrannous crew depart, 
Knowing there was a storm in Hero's heart, 
Greater than they could make, and scorn'd their smart. 
She bow'd herself so low out of her tower, 

That wonder 'twas she fell not ere her hour, 

With searching the lamenting waves for him: 

Like a poor snail, her gentle supple limb 


Hung on her turret's top, so most downright, 
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As she would dive beneath the darkness quite, 

To find her jewel;--jewel!--her Leander, 

A name of all earth's jewels pleas'd not her 

Like his dear name: "Leander, still my choice, 
Come naught but my Leander! O my voice, 

Turn to Leander! henceforth be all sounds, 
Accents, and phrases, that show all griefs' wounds, 
Analys'd in Leander! O black change! 

Trumpets, do you, with thunder of your clange, 
Drive out this change's horror! My voice faints: 
Where all joy was, now shriek out all complaints!" 
Thus cried she; for her mixed soul could tell 

Her love was dead: and when the Morning fell 
Prostrate upon the weeping earth for woe, 
Blushes, that bled out of her cheeks, did show 
Leander brought by Neptune, bruis'd and torn 
With cities’ ruins he to rocks had worn, 

To filthy usuring rocks, that would have blood, 
Though they could get of him no other good. 

She saw him, and the sight was much-much more 
Than might have serv'd to kill her: should her store 
Of giant sorrows speak?--Burst,--die,--bleed, 

And leave poor plaints to us that shall succeed. 
She fell on her love's bosom, hugg'd it fast, 

And with Leander's name she breath'd her last. 


Neptune for pity in his arms did take them, 
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Flung them into the air, and did awake them 
Like two sweet birds, surnam'd th' Acanthides, 
Which we call Thistle-warps, that near no seas 
Dare ever come, but still in couples fly, 

And feed on thistle-tops, to testify 

The hardness of their first life in their last; 

The first, in thorns of love, that sorrows past: 
And so most beautiful their colours show 

As none (so little) like them; her sad brow 

A sable velvet feather covers quite, 

Even like the forehead-cloth that, in the night, 
Or when they sorrow, ladies use to wear: 

Their wings, blue, red, and yellow, mix'd appear; 
Colours that, as we construe colours, paint 

Their states to life;--the yellow shows their saint, 
The dainty Venus, left them; blue, their truth; 
The red and black, ensigns of death and ruth. 
And this true honour from their love-death sprung,-- 


They were the first that ever poet sung. 
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Works From the Past 
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The Emperor's New Clothes by Hans Christian Andersen 


Many years ago there lived an Emperor who cared about nothing but clothes. 
He wanted to be known as the best-dressed man in the world and he spent 
his time and money for that purpose. He had a completely new outfit for 


every occasion, and showing off he clothes was all he ever wanted to do. 


When he was not on his throne or presiding at state affairs, people would 
ask, “Where is the Emperor?” And his courtiers would always have to say, 


“His Royal Highness is in his dressing room changing his clothes.” 


One day there arrived at the Emperor’s court two rather strange looking 
men. They introduced themselves as weavers, though actually they were 
swindlers and cheats. They told the Emperor they could weave cloth in all 
manner of unusual patterns and colours. What was more, they said, all 
clothes made with their fabrics had a magical quality. “Whomever wears 
them.” They assured the Emperor, “will able to test the wisdom or folly of 
anyone who looks at him when he has them on. People who are stupid or 
unfit for their jobs will not see the clothes at all. Only those who are wise or 


particularly good at their jobs will be able to see them.” 


The Emperor thought this would be a wonderful thing for him. “If I had a 
suit made of this magic cloth,” he said to himself, “I should be able to tell, 
without any trouble to myself, just who are fit and who are unfit among my 


subjects.” 
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So the Emperor ordered his ministers to pay the two men large sums of 


money to weave enough of their magic cloth for a handsome outfit. 


Two fine looms were set up in the royal weave room, and the men asked for 
spools of the finest silk and the costliest gold and silver threads. But being 
cheats and not really weavers at all, they put the valuable thread in their 


pockets and merely pretended to be working at the looms. 


After a while the Emperor was curious to see what progress the weavers 
were making. But he was a little worried, for he thought, “If I happen not to 
be able to see the cloth they are weaving, they will say I am stupid or unfit 
for my job. Pd better send someone else to look first. My faithful and 
honest old Minister, Johannes, would be a good one to send. No one is 
better fitted for his job than he, or wiser either. He will see the fabric and 


know his good it is.” 


So the honest old Minister went to find out how the work was progressing. 
When he saw the weavers sitting at empty looms, he thought, “Mercy on us! 


I see nothing at all!” 


“How do you like the cloth so far?” asked the two cheats. “Isn't it 


exquisite?” 


Peering through his spectacles, the old Minister saw nothing. But he knew 


what was supposed to mean, and as he had certainly did not wish to be 
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thought foolish or unfit for his job, he replied, “It is exquisite indeed. Such 


fine patterns, such rich colours! I shall tell the Emperor how beautiful it is.” 


The two cheats then asked for more fine silk, more gold and silver threads, 
and all they got they put into their own pockets as they went on pretending 


to weave on the empty looms. 


By and by the Emperor sent another highly trustworthy Minister of his court 


to see the weaving. 


“Isn't it the most exquisite piece of cloth you ever saw?” said the cheats 


pointing at what looked to the second Minister like empty space. 


“Heavens!” he thought. “I know I’m not stupid. Maybe I’m not fit for my 
job, though. Well, if Pm not I certainly don’t want anybody to know it, least 
of all the Emperor. So I shan’t let on that I don’t see the cloth.” 


“It is indeed exquisite,” he replied. “Exquisite! I shall tell the Emperor.” 


Soon the whole town was buzzing with curiosity about the magic fabric the 
Emperor was having woven for his new clothes. “It must be something out 


of this world!” thought the people. 


As for the Emperor, his curiosity knew no bounds. Vain as he was, he 
decided he would have to see the cloth for himself. After all, he hadn’t two 


of his Ministers seen it? Hadn’t they told him how beautiful it was? Surely 
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he was at least as wise as they and least as well suited for his employ as they 


were theirs. There could be nothing for him to worry about. 


He took the two Ministers with him, and a dozen more of his retinue as well, 


and marched down to the weaving room. 


“Merciful heaven!” exclaimed the Emperor to himself as his eyes beheld the 
two men busily working at empty looms. “I can't see a thing. What can this 
mean? That I am a fool? That I am not fit to be Emperor? If so, I am 


certainly not going to let anybody know it.” 


So he nodded approvingly at the two cheats who pretended to be weaving 


and said, “you are right. The cloth is indeed beautiful.” 


The whole retinue stared. Not one of them saw anything for of course there 
was nothing to see. But each one was as afraid of the Emperor of being 
considered foolish or unfit. So they said, “Yes your Majesty, the cloth is 
beautiful indeed. When your suit is made of it, you must wear it to lead us 


in the imperial procession next month.” 


The Emperor paid the weavers another large sum of money so that the suit 


might be finished in time. 


The night before the procession was to take place, the cheats lighted a 
hundred candles to convince the people that they were hard at work 


completing the Emperor’s new clothes. They made the motions of taking 
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yards of cloth from the looms. They made cuts in the air with huge scissors. 
They used silver needles without thread for their sewing. And at last, just 


before dawn, they announced, “The Emperor’s new clothes are ready.” 


In great excitement the Emperor came with his noblest courtiers. “See!” 
said the cheats, holding up nothing but empty air, “Here are your trousers. 
Here is the waistcoat. Look at this wonderful jacket. Now put on the royal 


cloak.” 


The Emperor took off his outfit he was wearing, and as he was helped into 
each piece of nothing at all, the cheating weavers said, “isn’t it wonderful 


how light the clothes are? But that is part of the magic.” 


Finally they said to the Emperor, “now, your Majesty, you are all ready. 
Aren't the clothes exquisite? Their patters, their colours! And they fit!” 


“Let me see myself in them,” said the Emperor. And his courtiers brought 


him a full length mirror framed in gold. 


Neither the Emperor nor any of the courtiers dared admit that the mirror 
revealed no clothes at all. “Magnificent!” they exclaimed. And the 
Emperor commanded his two train-bearers to pick up the train of his cloak 


and follow him with 1t out to where he was to lead the imperial procession. 
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The streets of the town were lined with great crowds of people eager to see 
the Emperor in the magnificent new clothes they had been hearing so much 


about. 


Under the royal canopy strode the Emperor, his head high, his bearing regal. 
Down the broad main street, between rows and rows of cheering spectators, 
he led the procession. And although none of them could see any clothes on 
the Emperor at all, each one, afraid of being considered foolish or unfit for 


his work, shouted great praise for the Emperor’s new outfit. 


“How magnificent!” they said. “How beautifully woven and tailored!” 


No costume, no uniform, not one of the royal regalia that the Emperor 


owned had ever caused so much favourable comment from so many people. 


But in the sidelines, almost crushed between elders, stood a little child, a 
child so innocent that he cared not what others might think of him. “Why,” 


he said, “he hasn't got any clothes on at all ... the Emperor is naked!” 


“Hush!” said the child”s father severely, trembling with fear. But the spell 
had been broken. The crowd knew that the child had spoken the truth 
because he was not afraid to. “It's true!” they whispered one to the other. 


“The Emperor is quite naked. He has nothing on at all!” 


The Emperor shivered. He knew they were right. But being an Emperor, he 


knew too that the ceremonies must go on, regardless. So, squaring his 
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shoulders, he marched proudly forward, at the head of the procession, his 


train-bearers holding high the royal train which was not there at all. 
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The Wardrobe by Thomas Mann 


It was cloudy, cool, and half-dark when the Berlin-Rome express drew in at 
a middle-sized station on its way. Albrecht van der Qualen, solitary traveller 
in a first-class compartment with lace covers over the plush upholstery, 
roused himself and sat up. He felt a flat taste in his mouth, and in his body 
the none-too-agreeable sensations produced when the train comes to a stop 
after a long journey and we are aware of the cessation of rhythmic motion 
and conscious of calls and signals from without. It is like coming to oneself 
out of drunkenness or lethargy. Our nerves, suddenly deprived of the 
supporting rhythm, feel bewildered and forlorn. And this the more if we 


have just roused out of the heavy sleep one falls into in a train. 


Albrecht van der Qualen stretched a little, moved to the window, and let 
down the pane. lle looked along the train. Men were busy at the mail van, 
unloading and loading parcels. The engine gave out a series of sounds, it 
snorted and rumbled a bit, standing still, but only as a horse stands still, 
lifting its hoof, twitching its ears, and awaiting impatiently the signal to go 


on. 


A tall, stout woman in a long raincoat, with a face expressive of nothing but 
worry, was dragging a hundred-pound suitcase along the train, propelling it 
before her with pushes from one knee. She was saying nothing, but looking 
heated and distressed. Her upper lip stuck out, with little beads of sweat 
upon it — altogether she was a pathetic figure. “You poor dear thing," van 


der Qualen thought. "If I could help you, soothe you, take you in — only for 
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the sake of that upper lip. But each for himself, so things are arranged in life; 
and I stand here at this moment perfectly carefree, looking at you as I might 


at a beetle that has fallen on its back." 


It was half-dark in the station shed. Dawn or twilight — he did not know. He 
had slept, who could say whether for two, five, or twelve hours? He had 
sometimes slept for twenty-four, or even more, unbrokenly, an 
extraordinarily profound sleep. He wore a half-length dark-brown winter 
overcoat with a velvet collar. From his features it was hard to judge his age: 
one might actually hesitate between twenty-five and the end of the thirties. 
He had a yellowish skin, but his eyes were black like live coals and had deep 
shadows round them. These eyes boded nothing good. Several doctors, 
speaking frankly as man to man, had not given him many more months. - 


His dark hair was smoothly parted on one side. 


In Berlin - although Berlin had not been the beginning of his journey — he 
had climbed into the train just as it was moving off — incidentally with his 
red leather hand-bag. He had gone to sleep and now at waking felt himself 
so completely absolved from time that a sense of refreshment streamed 
through him. He rejoiced in the knowledge that at the end of the thin gold 
chain he wore round his neck there was only a little medallion in his waist- 
coat pocket. He did not like to be aware of the hour or of the day of the 
week, and moreover he had no truck with the calendars. Some time ago he 
had lost the habit of knowing the day of the month or even the month of the 
year. Everything must be in the air - so he put it in his mind, and the phrase 


was comprehensive though rather vague. He was seldom or never disturbed 
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in this programme, as he took pains to keep all upsetting knowledge at a 
distance from him. After all, was it not enough for him to know more or less 
what season it was? "It is more or less autumn," he thought, gazing out into 
the damp and gloomy train shed. "More I do not know. Do I even know 


where I am?" 


His satisfaction at this thought amounted to a thrill of pleasure. No, he did 
not know where he was! Was he still in Germany! Beyond a doubt in North 
Germany? That remained to be seen. While his eyes were still heavy with 
sleep the window of his compartment had glided past an illuminated sign; it 
probably had the name of the station on it, but not the picture of a single 
letter had been transmitted to his brain. In still dazed condition he had heard 
the conductor call the name two or three times, but not a syllable had he 
grasped. But out there in a twilight of which he knew not so much as 


whether it was morning or evening lay a strange place, an unknown town. 


Albrecht van der Qualen took his felt hat out of the rack, seized his red 
leather hand-bag, the strap of which secured a red and white silk and wool 
plaid into which was rolled an umbrella with a silver crook — and although 
his ticket was labelled Florence, he left the compartment and the train, 
walked along the shed, deposited his luggage at the cloak-room, lighted a 
cigar, thrust his hands — he carried neither stick nor umbrella - into his 


overcoat pockets, and left the station. 


Outside in the damp, gloomy, and nearly empty square five or six hackney 


coachmen were snapping their whips, and a man with braided cap and long 
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cloak in which he huddled shivering inquired politely: "Hotel zum braven 
Mann? " Van der Qualen thanked him politely and held on his way. The 
people whom he met had their coat-collars turned up; he put his up too, 
nestled his chin into the velvet, smoked, and went his way, not slowly and 


not too fast. 


He passed along a low wall and an old gate with two massive towers; he 
crossed a bridge with statues on the railings and saw the water rolling slow 
and turbid below. A long wooden boat, ancient and crumbling, came by, 
sculled by a man with a long pole in the stern. Van der Qualen stood for a 
while leaning over the rail of the bridge. "Here," he said to himself, "is a 
river; here is the river. It is nice to think that I call it that because I do not 


know its name.” Then he went on. 


He walked straight on for a little, on the pavement of a street which was 
neither very narrow nor very broad; then he turned off to the left. It was 
evening. The electric arc-lights came on, flickered, glowed, sputtered, and 
then illuminated the gloom. The shops were closing. "So we may say that it 
is in every respect autumn," thought van der Qualen, proceeding along the 
wet black pavement. He wore no galoshes, but his boots were very thick- 


soled, durable, and firm,-and withal not lacking in elegance. 


He held to the left. Men moved past him, they hurried on their business or 
coming from it. "And I move with them," he thought, “and am as alone and 
as strange as probably no man has ever been before. I have no business and 


no goal. I have not even a stick to lean upon. More remote, freer, more 
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detached, no one can be, I owe nothing to anybody, nobody owes anything 
to me. God has never held out His hand over me, He knows me not at all. 
Honest unhappiness without charity is a good thing; a man can say to 


himself: I owe God nothing." 


He soon came to the edge of the town. Probably he had slanted across it at 
about the middle. He found himself on a broad sub-urban street with trees 
and villas, turned to his right, passed three or four cross-streets almost like 
village lanes, lighted only by lanterns, and came to a stop in a somewhat 
wider one before a wooden door next to a commonplace house painted a 
dingy yellow, which had nevertheless the striking feature of very convex and 
quite opaque plate-glass windows. But on the door was a sign: "In this 
house on the third floor there are rooms to let." " Ah!" he remarked; tossed 
away the end of his cigar, passed through the door along a boarding which 
formed the dividing line between two properties, and then turned left 
through the door of the house itself. A shabby grey runner ran across the 
entry. He covered it in two steps and began to mount the simple wooden 


stair. 


The doors to the several apartments were very modest too; they had white 
glass panes with woven wire over them and on some of them were name- 
plates. The landings were lighted by oil lamps. On the third storey, the top 
one, for the attic came next, were entrances right and left, simple brown 
doors without name-plates. Van der Qualen pulled the brass bell in the 


middle. It rang, but there was no sign from within. He knocked left. No 
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answer. He knocked right. He heard light steps within, very long, like 


strides, and the door opened. 


A woman stood there, a lady, tall, lean, and old. She wore a cap with a large 
pale-lilac bow, and an old-fashioned, faded black gown. She had a sunken 
birdlike face and on her brow there was an eruption, a sort of fungus growth. 


It was rather repulsive. 
" Good evening," said van der Qualen. " The rooms? " 


The old lady nodded, she nodded and smiled slowly, without a word, 
understandingly, and with her beautiful long white hand made a slow, 
languid, and elegant gesture towards the next, the left-hand door. Then she 
retired and appeared again with a key. " Look." he thought, standing behind 
her as she unlocked the door; “you are like some kind of banshee, a figure 
out of Hoffmann, madam" She took the oil lamp from its hook and ushered 


him in. 


It was a small, low-ceiled room with a brown floor. Its walls were covered 
with straw-coloured matting. There was a window at the back in the right- 
hand wall, shrouded in long, thin white muslin folds. A white door also on 
the right led into the next room. This room was pathetically bare, with 
staring white walls, against which three straw chairs, painted pink, stood out 
like strawberries from whipped cream. A wardrobe, a washing-stand with a 
mirror ... The bed, a mammoth mahogany piece, stood free in the middle of 


the room. 
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" Have you any objections! " asked the old woman, and passed her lovely 
long, white hand lightly over the fungus growth on her forehead. - It was as 
though she had said that by accident because she could not think for the 


moment of a more ordinary phrase. For she added at once: " — so to speak?" 


"No, I have no objections," said van der Qualen. "The rooms are rather 
cleverly furnished. I will take them. I'd like to have somebody fetch my 
luggage from the station, here is the ticket. You will be kind enough to make 
up the bed and give me some water. I'll take the house key now, and the key 
to the apartment. I'd like a couple of towels. I'll wash up and go into the city 


for supper and come back later." 


He drew a nickel case out of his pocket, took out some soap, and began to 
wash his face and hands, looking as he did so through the convex window- 
panes far down over the muddy, gas-lit sub-urban streets, over the arc-lights 
and the villas. - As he dried his hands he went over to the wardrobe. It was a 
square one, varnished brown, rather shaky, with a simple curved top. It stood 
in the centre of the right-hand wall exactly in the niche of a second white 
door, which of course led into the rooms to which the main and middle door 
on the landing gave access. "Here is something in the world that is well 
arranged," thought van der Qualen. "This wardrobe fits into the door niche 


as though it were made for it." 


He opened the wardrobe door. It was entirely empty, with several rows of 


hooks in the ceiling; but it proved to have no back, being closed behind by a 
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piece of rough common grey burlap, fastened by nails or tacks at the four 


corners. 


Van der Qualen closed the wardrobe door, took his hat, turned up the collar 
of his coat once more, Put out the candle, and set forth. As he went through 
the front room he thought to hear mingled with the sound of his own steps a 
sort of ringing in the other room: a soft, clear, metallic sound — but perhaps 
he was mistaken. As though a gold ring were to fall into a silver basin, he 
thought, as he locked the outer door. He went down the steps and out of the 


gate and took the way to the town. 


In a busy street he entered a lighted restaurant and sat down at one of the 
front tables, turning his back to all the world. He ate a soupe aux fines 
herbes with croutons, a steak with a poached egg, a compote and wine, a 
small piece of green gorgonzola and half a pear. While he paid and put on 
his coat he took a few puffs from a Russian cigarette. then lighted a cigar 
and went out. He strolled for a while, found his homeward route into the 


suburb, and went leisurely back. 


The house with the plate-glass windows lay quite dark and silent when van 
der Qualen opened the house door and mounted the dim stair. He lighted 
himself with matches as he went and opened the left-hand brown door in the 
third storey. He laid hat and overcoat on the divan, lighted the lamp on the 
big writing-table, and found there his hand-bag as well as the plaid and 
umbrella. He unrolled the plaid and got a bottle of cognac, then a little glass 


and took a sip now and then as he sat in the arm-chair finishing his cigar. 
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"How fortunate, after all," thought he," that there is cognac in the world." 
Then he went into the bedroom, where he lighted the candle on the night- 


table, Put out the light in the other room, and began to undress. 


Piece by piece he put down his good, unobtrusive grey suit on the red chair 
beside the bed; but then as he loosened his braces he remembered his hat and 
overcoat, which still lay on the couch. He fetched them into the bedroom and 
opened the wardrobe ... He took a step backwards and reached behind him 
to clutch one of the large dark-red mahogany balls which ornamented the 
bedposts. The room, with its four white walls, from which the three pink 
chairs stood out like strawberries from whipped cream, lay in the unstable 


light of the candle. 


But the wardrobe over there was open and, it was not empty. Somebody 
was standing in it, a creature so lovely that Albrecht van der Qualen's heart 
stood still a moment and then in long, deep, quiet throbs resumed its beating- 
She was quite nude and one of her slender arms reached up to crook a 
forefinger round one of the hooks in the ceiling of the wardrobe. Long 
waves of brown hair rested on the childlike shoulders — they breathed that 


charm to which the only answer is a sob. 


The candlelight was mirrored in her narrow black eyes. Her mouth was a 
little large, but it had an expression as sweet as the lips of sleep when after 
long days of pain they kiss our brow. Her ankles nestled and her slender 


limbs clung to one another. 
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Albrecht van der Qualen rubbed one hand over his eyes and stared and he 
saw that down in the right corner the sacking was loosened from the back of 
the wardrobe. "What — " said he ..."won't you come in — or how should I put 
it-out? Have a little glass of cognac? Half a glass? "But he expected no 
answer to this -and he got none. Her narrow, shining eyes, so very black that 
they seemed bottomless and inexpressive — they were directed upon him, but 


aimlessly and somewhat blurred, as though they did not see him. 
“Shall I tell you a story?" she said suddenly in a low, husky voice. 


"Tell me a story," he answered' He had sunk down in- a sitting posture on 
the edge of the bed, his overcoat lay across his knees with his folded hands 
resting upon it. His mouth stood a little open, his eyes half-closed. But the 
blood pulsated warm and mildly through his body and there was a gentle 


singing in his ears. 


She had let herself down in the cupboard and embraced a drawn-up knee 
with her slender arms, while the other leg stretched out before her. Her little 
breasts were pressed together by her upper arm, and the light gleamed on the 
skin of her flexed knee. She talked ... talked in a soft voice, while the 


candle-flame performed its noiseless dance. 


Two walked on the heath and her head lay on his shoulder. There was a 
perfume from all growing things, but the evening mist already rose from the 
ground. So it began. And often it was in verse, rhyming in that incomparably 


sweet and flowing way that comes to us now and again in the half-slumber 
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of fever. But it ended badly; a sad ending: the two holding each other 
indissolubly embraced, and while their lips rest on each other, one stabbing 
the other above the waist with a broad knife — and not without good cause. 
So it ended. And then she stood up with an infinitely sweet and modest 
gesture, lifted the grey sacking at the right-hand corner — and was no more 


there. 


From now on he found her every evening in his wardrobe and listened to her 
stories — how many evenings? How many days, weeks, or months did he 
remain in this house and in this city? It would profit nobody to know. Who 
would care for a miserable statistic! And we are aware that Albrecht van der 
Qualen had been told by several physicians that he had but a few months to 


live. She told him stories. 


They were sad stories, without relief; but they rested like a sweet burden 
upon the heart and made it beat longer and more blissfully. Often he forgot 
himself — His blood swelled up in him, he stretched out his hands to her, and 
she did not resist him. But then for several evenings he did not find her in 
the wardrobe, and when she came back she did not tell him anything for 


several evenings and then by degrees resumed, until he again forgot himself. 


How long it lasted — who knows? Who even knows whether Albrecht van 
der Qualen actually awoke on that grey afternoon and went into the 
unknown city; whether he did nor remain asleep in his first-class carriage 


and let the Berlin-Rome express bear him swiftly over the mountains? 
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Would any of us care to take the responsibility of giving a definite answer”? 


It is all uncertain. 


"Everything must be in the air ...." 


Thomas Mann 
1899 
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